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hee, J His to Friends. 


Pedro, the Pilgrim, a noble Gentleman 
Servant to ; curl I Wilks, 
Roderigo, Rival to Pedro, Captain of the on Mr. Pow 7 


Outlaws. 


| =—_— | Two Outlaws under Wee 
An old Pilgrim. 5 | 
Governor of Segovia, 55 ir. Sinfor. 
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2755 or 1 15 155 * of "I OY write . ö g 
Brought muææled fo 206 Stage, for Fear they 


A. 

Lact Where, like Fom Dove, they fland the 
Common Toe; 

Bere by the Critick, baited by the Daw, 
Vet $i, their B other Poets Damn the Play, 
And roar the loudeſt, tho they neuer Pay. 
The Fops are proud of Scandal, for they cry, 
At every lexod, low CharaMier, — That's I. 
He, 5 — writes Letters to himſelf, wou'd — 55 
The Morld forgot him, if he was not there. 
IVhat fhou'd a Poet da? *Tis hard for One 
To pleaſure all the Foals that wou'd be ſhown : 
And yet not Two in Ten will paſs the Town. 
Moſi Coxcombs are not of the Laughing Kind'; 
More goes to make a Fop, than 18 can find. 


- Duack Marus, tho' he never took Degrees 
In either of our Univerſities; - 
Yet to be ſhawn by ſome kind Wit he looks, © 
Becauſe he plaid the Fool and writ Three Books, 
But, if he wou'd be worth a Poet's Pen, 
tHe muſt be more a Fool, and write again: 


A 2 


His Man of Uz, ftript of his 


But here, be faunders in, and finks down rig ür. 
Tobit had firft been turn d to Ridicule : A 


Ofer-leaps, at once, the whole Apocrypha z 


Ts not > ſenſeleſs as it wou'd appear; e 5 


A leiſure Hours, in Epick Song be deals, 
Writes to the Rumbling 


. r OGUE. 


For i — 5 Fuftian Stuff be wrote, 
Was Dead-born Doggrel, or is quite forgot; 
Mic Robe, 
Is juft the Proverb,, and As poor as Tb. 
One wou'd haue thou ght he cou'd no longer j Jog ; 2 
But Arthur was a pry Job's a Bog. | 
There, tho be crept, yet fiil he kept in Sight; 


a” RC. we 


Had he prepar'd us, and been dull by Rule, 
But our bold Briton, without Fear or Awe, 


Invades the Plalms with Rhymes, and leaves no 0 - 
For any RIO yet to come. SOLIDS 


But then; if, bs all, 1 Gidh Gar 


His Cant, like Merry Andrew's Noble Vein, 


Our Mountebank has laid a deeper Train, 1 g 


Cat- Calis the Sects, A draw em in again, 


F his Coach's Wheels, ; 
Preſcribes in Haſte, Jos ſeldom: kills by \ Rule, 
But rides Triumphant between Stool and Stool. 


\ 
W. 


Mell, let him go; tis yet too early Day, 05 
To get himſelf a. Place. in Farce or Pla FAG 
Ie know not by what Name we Joould lern bn, 
For no one Category can contain bim; 
Pedant, Canting Preacher, and a Qual, 
Are Load enough to break one Aſs's Back : Ws 
At laſt grown wanton, he preſum'd to Write, ; 


Traduc d Two Kings, their Kindneſs to requite; 
{ One 188 the ms and o one 8 5 the 1. * 
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A c To I. 8 1 E N. E 1. 
$ Kae, Alphonſo, Curio, and Seberto. 
ci. gh 15 


ged with her, too harſh ; ee 
Nan, an, . 
5. Ves, it ſeems ſo. 
7 A Father of ſo ſweet - a 


SE Sir, « ye, o Exc xcellent a Creature, ; 
3 She's a Fool; away. 

Seb. Can you be Angry Can any Wind blow rough 
upon a Bloſſom ſo fair ac er ? Can a Father's Na- 
ture, a Noble Father's too? ?: 

Alpb. All this is but Prating Let her be rul'd ; let ber 
obſerve my Humour; with my Eyes let her ſee ; with 
my Ears let her hear; I am her Father; I begot her ; [ 
bred her, and by Jupiter I will —— 


Seb. No doubt you may compel her, but chink how . 


wretched you by Force may make her. 
. Alph: Wretched ! wretched ! Is't not a Man I force her 
to? A Noble Man; A Rich Man ; A Handſome Man ; 


A, Young Man; A Strong Man; none of your piec'd- 


Companions, none of your waſhy Rogues, that fly to Fit- 

ters upon every Puff of Weather. I force her to a ſtrong 

Dog, don't I ? What would the Flirt have? _ 

Seb. I grant you, Noderigo is all theſe, and a brave 

Gentleman : But does it therefore follow, ſhe muſt doat 

Po him ? Will you allow no Liberty i in Chuſing ? 
Cur. Alas ſhe's * * A 3 Alph. 


Child, ſo good, ſo, beautiful; Fye, 


Eignior Alphonſo, you are too rug- 


1 6 Tbe PA on 1 M. 


Ab. Tough. Toi To gh as the Devil; rn 
pu Br. bn agh, * e F 


Seb. You put her to too hard a Trial: You know tho? 
he has Merit, he's a -banzſh'd Man, an Out- law; you 
know the Life he leads; that he's the Head of a rough 
Band of Robbers ; judge what Effect his bloody Rapij 

muſt needs, e re this, = work'd zupon his Nature. A 
rugged Mate, I doubt, for ſuch a Dove. 

Cur. Rugged indeed ; ſuch different Tempers, hw | 

can you ever hope to recondile ? * | 53 

Alpb. Abed, abed, D'ye hear 7 — 11 Sir. She won t 
| find him ſo rugged there, III warrant you: She'll find 

Ways to ſoften him. And for the Pranks he plays in's 

i Baniſhment, it ſhews he's a mettled Fellow): He'll make 

*em weary o' their Sentence; a ſmall, Compolition will 
reſtore him, But I know the Secret of all this: My 

Minx has ſome other in View; ſome flickering Slave or 

N other, ſome {weet-ſcented Coxcomb, that =— a 

SBings, I'll warrant you, vs —— 2 ——— Lutes * h 

1 Tanpalltes, and has no ha! 1z', not ſo? _ 

* Seb. So far om at ye 2 * - her with, TJ4vou' d 

= engage my Life, ſhe has not yet a Glance to anſwer for, 

Car. I never yet beheld more Modeſty.” 

Seb. Nor I, in one ſo young ; ; fo much Diſcretion. 
Apb. —— Hum ——— and yet there was a Fellow 

© (Dead I hope) whom I have ſeen her. 1 er at AMT 
thoughe the Huſſy n have truck er Kath to the 
Ra ical. \ Wl SS N 45 a 

t PIT 

| Ausb. Pedro, Sir, only Pedro, old e hopeful 

Heir; my mortal 7 2 whoſe F amily 1 with <6nſum'd ; 
that's all, __ 

Seb. If chat be all, an hate nothing left to fear; for 
Pedro, urg d by ſect Diſcontent, has left his Father, | 
Friends, and all; and, as tis faid is gone to Tange the 
| JT 

Apb. With all TY Heart. He was a Beggar, ſo S rl 
Py is his Buſineſs. 

Cur. He was a Beggar, but a noble Beggar ; Shame on 
the Court for ſuffering him to be ſo. 


Aab. r on thoſe Who W Beggars, 1 ſay. 
1 Here's 
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you have, -but a 


The PILGRIM. Li 


| Here's this young slut, in the midſt of her Rebellion 


ſo very religious, ſhe undoes me with her Charity. 5 
what a Crew of Vermin have I about my Door every 
Day to receive Meat, Drink, and Money from her fair 


Hands. Not a Rogue that can ſay his Prayers, a. and 


turn his Pipe to Lee but ſhe thinks 


's bound 
to dance to. es 


Enter Alinda and Juletta. N 5h 
Athb. ©, are you there, Miſtreſs ? Well, how goes Dic 


obedience To day? — That's a f down A 


Ah you ſturdy young Jade. 


Cur. Pray be more gentle to her. 


4%, Pray be quiet; I know beſt hom sade with 
her: And I will make her obey, or I will make her —— 


Alin. Sir, you may make me any thing; you know _ 


I'm all Obedience, bebe s nothing but my Prayers and 


Tears oppoſe you. 


Aiph. Then will J oppoſe nothing but your Prayers 
and Tears. Now I hope you can't complain of me. 

Cur. Poor Lady, how I pity her! 

_ Aljh. Pray keep your Pity bor a better Occaſion. Look 


you, Gentlewoman, you know. my Will; and, in that, 


-*you know all: So L leave you, to digeſt it; and I deer 
theſe Gentlemen will do ſo too. 


1 Seb. A better Hour attend you, Madam. 
Exit Alphonſo, followed by Curio and Seberto. 
Alin. I thank ye, Gentlemen: Alas! I want ſuch Com- 


Forts. Wou'd I cou'd thank you too, Father; but your 


Cruelty won't give me Leave. Grant, Heav' n, 1 n 
forget my Duty to him. 
Jul. If you do Madam, Heav'n will forgive you fort, 
ne er fear it. A perverſe old Rogue. [ Afide. . 
Alin. What Poor attend my Charity Fo. day „Juletta ? 
Jul. Enough of all Sorts, Madam; ſome Than deſerve 
Pity, ſome that don't; But I wiſh you wou'd be merry 
with your Charity ; a Chearful Look becomes it. L. 
Ain. Alas! Fulettæ, what is there for me to be merry 


at? What Joy have I in View ? 


Ful. Joy; a what Joy, i'th name af Venus, wou'd 
uſband ? 0 handſome luſty young 55 0 
4 | W. 


3 | "My Pro's rm. 


low, that will make ſuch a Buſtle about you, he'll ſend 
Pour Spleen to the Devil, Madam. 

Alin. Away, light F ool ; I doubt there's poor Con- 
tentment to found in es Yet cou'd I find a 


Man 


Jul. You may a Thouſand. 
Alin. Meer Men, I know. I may. But ſuch a Man, 


from whoſe Exam e (as from a Compaſs) we may ſteer 


our Courſe, and ſafe arrive at ſuch a Memory as ſhall be- 
.come our Aſhes ; ſuch Men are rare indeed. But no more 


of this; tis not Diſcourſe that's ſuited to thy giddy Tem- 
per: Let's in, and ſee what _ alllicted W want 


* . UP een 
SCENE II. 


12 Enter Porter, Beggars, Pedro and an old Pilgrim. 


Port. Stand off, and keep your Ranks. . Twenty Foot 
Farther. There Louſe yourſelves with Reaſon and Diſ- 
cretion — The Sun ſhines warm, No nearer. The 


_ - Farther ſtill the better: Your Beaſts will bolt anon, ant 
then tis dangerous. Fs 


* 1 a ho! Heav'n bleſs our Miftrefs.. | 

ort. Does the Crack go chat way, old . ha? 

"Twill be 0 my ſide-anon. 

1 Beg. Pray, Friend, be kind to us. | 
Port. Friend! your F riend ; and why your Friend Sir- 

1b Meager Chaps? What do you ſee in me, Louſe- 

trap, or without me, ha ! that I ſhould be your Friend? 


Faye I got the Itch, Scrub, or do I look like ſome of thy 


Acquaintance hung in Gibbets ? This young ſoft-hearted 
Mli'ſtreſs of mine does make theſe Rogues ſo familiar. 
1/ Beg. I'm ſure I would be your Worſhip's Friend. 


+ Port. No doubt on't, Vermin; and fo _ mall, when | 


J quarter the ſame Louſe with you.. - 
2 Beg. I'm ſure it's Twelve a Clock. 8 
Port. "Tis ever ſo with thee, when 3 haſt done 


ſcratching ; for that provokes thy Stomach to ring 3 


The PILOR I N. 1 


O the infinite Seas of Porridge thou haſt ſwallowed ! Alms 

do you: call it, to relieve theſe Raſcals? _ 

| Enter Alphonſo, Curio, Seberto. 
; Albh. Look you there! Did not I; tell. you how ſhe 

wou'd undoe me] What Marts of Rogues and Beggers ! 
K Seb. Tis Charity, methinks ra are dal to love her 
or. 

Alph. Yes, Tl warrant you. If Men cou'd ſail to 
Heaven in Porridge- pots, with Maſts of Beef and Mutton, 
what a Voyage ſhould I make ? What are all theſe here ? 

1/7 Beg. Poor People, an't like your NG. 

þ- Beg. Wretched poor People. | | 

= Beg. Very hungry People. 

lpb; And very Louſy. And what are you! 1 (to the Pilg. 
 _ Ol4Pilg. Strangers, that come to wonder at your Cha- 
. rity; yet People poor enough to beg a Bleſſing. 

Cur. Uſe em gently, Sir, they have areverend. Mein, 
_ You are Holy Pilgrims, are you not: 

Old Pilg. We are, Sir, and. bound far off, to offer our 
Devotions. . 

Alph.. What. do. you. do here then? We 3 no. Re- 
liques, no holy Shrines 

Old Pilg. The Holieſt, we ever heard of. : 'You keen: Aa 
living Monument of Goodneſs ; a Daughter of that Pious 

Excellence, the.very Shrines of. Saints 5 nk at her Virtue. 
We come to ſee this Lady, not wi h prophane Eyes, or 
wanton Blood, to doat upon her Beauty; but through | 
our tedious Way, to beg her Bleſling. 
Agb. This is a new Way. of Begging ;. theſe Com- 
mendations cry Money for Reward, good Store too: Ah! 
the Sainting of this young Harlot will colt me dear. 
(To Pedro.) Well Sir, have you- got your Compliments 
ready too, and your empty Purie.? - Hah ! What noting 
| but a Bow, Modeſty ? 
Cu. A handſome well-look'd Man. we (Afide. 

Alph. What Country Craver are yow?-What ! noting 
but Motion? A Puppit Pilgrim. | 
Old Pilg. He's a Stranger, Sir; theſe four Days I have 
_ travel'd in his Company; but little of his Buſineſs or his 

e wy I: have underſtood.” 


40 to ib 1 
| Seb. Both young and handſome ; only the Sun has i in- 


jur'd him. 

Alph. Wou'd you have- Money, Sirz or Meat, or a 
Wench ! What Kind of Bleſſing does your Devotion point 
at? Still more Ducking ! Are there any Saints that un- 
derſtand by Sign only ?, Hah, more Motion yet? This i is 
the prettieſt *; chap the Pink of Pilgrims, - 

Cur. Fye, Sir, Fye ; rather beſtow your Charity than 
Jeſt upon him.” 

- Alph, Say you ſo? Why then look ye, Pilgrim; here's 
a poor Viaticum, very good Gold, Sir, I'm ſorry. tis 
not heavier. But ſince the lighteſt G Grain of earthy Droſs 
wou'd be a Burden to a Heav way. Mind — -T ax bk it up 
2 _ 

x, 2 Oo hotrible ! you are too Trevi 

Alph. You are a —— Muſt I give my Money to every 
Rogue that carries a grave Look in's Face ? Mu my good 
Angels wait upon him? I'll find em other Bulinels, / | 

Seb. But conſider, Sir, the Wrong you do thoſe Men 
| may ii ht on you: Stran ers are intitul'd to a ſofter Ufage. 

225 Oon 's, half the Ringdom will be Strangers ſhortly, 
if ie young Slut's ſuffer'd to go on with her Prodigali- 
ties. But I muſt be an Aſs: Here, Sirrah, fee em reliev'd 
for once ; do't effectually too; d'ye hear? Burſt em, that 
I may never ſee em more. Were I young again, I'd ſoon- 
er get Bear-whelps than She-Saints. 

Car, Such a Face as that, ſure I have ſee. 

Seb. I thought ſo too; but we muſt be miſtaken. (Exit. 

Port. Come, will ye troop up, Brig cm, nuoged ? 
0 aptain Foor- Quarter, will ye more 


Eater Alinda and Juletta, «4 | 5 


| ”—_ Why are not theſe poor Wretches ſerv'd yet * 
24 Beg. Bleſs our good Miſtreſs. | 

- Port. They are to ww fed, ane, their Stomechs 

are not awake yet. 

Alin. Do you make Sport with ir Miſeries J Sir, 

learn more Humanity, or 1 hall find a Way to teach it : 

you. 

we Beg. Kind Heaven preſerve her, and fbreverbles 14 

Ala. Bleſs the good ed that I mean it for. 9 Beg. 


Jul. Nl 


Lhe PLS. hag 


Jul. afide. Wou'd I knew what that were; if it be for 
a Man, I'd ſay Amen with all my Heart. 

You have a very pretty Band of 3 
Alin. Vain Glory wou'd ſeek more and handſomer: 
But I appeal to Virtue what my! End i is. 

What Men are theſe? | 
Julit. Holy Pilgrims they ſcem to de. What Pity 'tis 
that handſome young Fellow ſhou'd undergo ſo much Pe- 
nance : Wou'd I were the Saint he makes his Vow to; 
I'd ſoon 7 his Requeſt, let him aſk what he wou d. 
Ain. You are Pilgrims, Sirs, Is't not ſo? 
Old Pilg. We are, fair Saint; may Heaven's Grace 8 
round you ; may all good Thoughts and Prayers dwelE 
about you; Abundance be your Friend, and Holy Cha- 
rity be ever at your Hand to crown you Glorious. 
Alin. I thank you, Sir, Peace guide your Travels too; 
and, what you wiſh for moſt, end all yaur Troubles. Re- 
member me by this; (Giving him Money) and in your 
Prayers, when your ſtrong Heart _— meditate my poor 
Fortunes. 
Old Pilg. All my Devotions wait upon your Service. 
Alin. Are you of this Country, Sir? 
Old Pilg. Ves, worthieſt Lady, but far off bred: Mr. 

Fortune's farther from me. a : 
Alin. I am no- Inquiſitor ; whatever Vow or Penance: 
pulls you on, Sir, Conſcience, or Love, or ſtubborn Diſ- 
obedience ; the ng you kneel to, hear and eaſe your 
Travels. 

O14 Pilg. Yours ne'er begin; and thus I ſealmy Pray- | 
. (Exit. 
Air. afide. How fedfaſtly this Man locke upon ms f 
How he fighs ! Some great Affliction ſure s * ource © 
his Devotions. 

To Pedro. Right Holy Sir. He turns from us: Alas he 
weeps too: Something preſſes him he wou'd reveal, but 


- - dares not. Sir, be comforted: If you want, to me you 


appear ſo worthy of Relief, I'll be your Stewafd, Speak 
and taxe. He's dumb ill ! This Man ſtirs me ſtrangely ! 
Jul. Wou'd he wou'd ftir me a little ; 1 like his Shape 


„„ 5 2 


% 


marp ? Are the Vows you have m 
Or does the World allure you to look bac 
vou mourn the ſofter Hours — have loſt ? You are young, 

and ſeem as you were form'd for Manly Reſolution : 
Come, be comforted. - 


12 The PILGRIM. 


Air, It may be he wou'd ſpeak ta me alone; (Aldi. 
Retire a little, Juletta; but d'ye hear, don't be far off. 
Ful. I ſhan't Madam: Wou'd I were nearer him: A 


9 young, ſmug, handſome Holineſs has no Fellow. (Aſide. 


| [ Exit. 

Alin. Why do you grieve : ? Do you find. oa e 
mi or you 

4 and make 


Ped. I am, fair Angel : And ok a Comfort from your 


Words I feel, that tho Calamities, like angry Waves, 
curl round, contending proudly who hall nk, deyour me, 
yet I will ſtem their 1 


An. He ſpeaks nobly. 3 ET | (Ade. 


| What do you want, Sir > 


| Ped. All that can make me happy : I want \myſelf.. 


Ain. Yourſelf ! Who robb'd you, Pilgrim? 
Why does he look ſo earneſtly | upon me ? 


IT want myſelf! 1 Aldi. 
Indeed you Holy Wanderers are ſaid to ſeek much: But to 


ſeek yourſelves —— 


Ped. 1 ſcel myſelf, and am but felf's ( Shade, have 


loft myſelf, and now am not ſo Noble. 


Alin. (Afide.) I ſeek myſelf! Sure, ſomething I remem- 


ber bears that Motto; It is not he; he's younger, has. a 


ſmoother Face; yet for that Se/f Sake, Pilgrim, Whoſo- 


eber it be, take this. 


Ped. Your Hand — a take; that be far from me: 


Your Hand I hold, and ' thus I kifs it; and thus I bleſs it 
too. Be conflant Hill: Be good: And live to be a great 


Example. (Exit. 
Ain, One Word more. He's gone: Heav'n, how 1 


pcterrenn Be conflant ftill ; tis the very Poſy here; and 


here without, Be good. He m_ too. 2851 he left me. I | 
Wr be Pedro. Ae PER ML] 


Enter Juletta. 
Fil. Madam. | 


Sn Take this * and quickly fetch me e * 
d 


She [PB 1: dn rl 11 

that lies in 112 little Cabinet. That will determine all, i 
| (Exit Julet.) 

It muſt be he: His Face was ſmoother when I ſaw him A 
| laſt; yet there's a Manly Look, a noble Shape, fall 
a ſpeak him Pedro. 1 


. Enter Juletta, 


lin. Let me ſee it: Tis ſo; 'tis he; it muſt be hoy 
He ſpoke the Words juſt as they ſtand engraven here. 7 
ſeek myſelf, and am but myſelf”"s Shadow. Poor Pedro ! 
Bat how ſhall: I recover him? Juletta, the Pilgrim, 
where is he? Which Way did he go ? 
Jul. Alas! Madam, I don t know ; it's in vain to feels 
him now. 
Ain I tell thee I muſt ſee him; I x gave * nothing. 
Jul. That was ill done, indeed; for he's the handſomeſt 
Fellow I have ſeen this many a Day. What makes her 
look ſo thoughtful ? Sure here's fometining afoot more 
than ordinary. . _- 
Alin. (Aſide.) Tis PENS He has done much for 1 
me: III * what ape oem 'tis in my Power to make | 
him. 2 Ixil, 
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Enter Alphonſo, Curio,. Seberto, Juletta;. Porter ard 


Servants. + 


4b, AN: the. flip through a a hole 3 ? Tell ms Ml 

| C that, reſolve me: Can ſhe fly i'th' Air? Is: 

ſhe Inviſible ? Gone, and ne Body knew it! i 

Seb. Pray be more moderate. = 

Alph. Some Goatiſh- Rogue has wateh'd her Hour of AM 

Itching, and has claw'd her, claw'd her; the Dog has 

claw'd her. Oons find her out, or I'll hang ye all; you, Ml 

Wagtail, you know her Deligns, you were of her 'Coun4 Fo 
i. i 


| ns n fn 2 


eil, (to Jul.) her bawdy Adviſer; where is ſhe, Strumper ? 

Jul. You wou'd know of me, Sir ? 

2 4 * you, Sir! Yes of you, Sir; why what are 
* ir | 
. /, Her Servant, Sir, her faithful o 

hk. Servant! her Bawd ; her Fiddle-ſtick ; her La- 
dy Fairy, to oil the Doors o Nights, that they mayn t 
creek. Where is ſhe, Infamy ? 

Jul. Tis v eee 


Alph. You Ive,” tis ill damnable 11; and either confeſs, 


Jul. n I won't. 

Seb. Why? 

Jul. Becauſe I can't; if Icou'd, I'd give ancches 
Reaſon. 

Alph. Well id; but I ſhall deal with you, you Slut 
vou. What ſay you, Thick-ſkull, which Way did ſhe 
get out ! Why were not my Doors ſhut? (to the Porter. 
Hort. They were an't pleaſe you ; nothing open but 
-the Ke yhole. 
| Alpb. Where did ſhe lie? Who lay with her? 
Port. Not I, an't pleaſe you; I lay with: Frederick in 
the Flea-Chamber. | 

- Alph. Once more, of thee I demand her; tell me News: 
der her, or expect ———— the Devil and all. (to Fulet. 

Cur. Come, Juletta, if you know any thing, tell him — 

Jul. Look ye, Sir, if I knew all, and had been intruſted 
by her, not all the Devils, you cou'd: call upon, ſhou'd 
ſcare one ſingle Hint from me. But, ſince I know nothing 
worth your knowing, I'II tell vou what I do know. 
I know the's gone, becauſe we can't find her. I know 
ſhe's gone cunningly, becauſe you can't find which Way. 

I know the was weary of your Tyranny, becauſe the: 
Me Devil wou'd have been fo too: And I know, if ſhe's wiſe, 
e ll never come again —— —— 
{ : M/ph. Out of my Doors. | | 

Jul. That's all my poor Petition. For were your Houſe 
Gold, and ſhe not in t, I ſhould think it but a Cage to 
Whiſtle in. 

Alpb. Whore; if me be above Ground; I'll have her — 

emmy dle in a Coal - pit then, if I were Cn ol 


or 


Cur, 
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| Cur. Indeed, Sir, I fancy ſhe knows nothing gr "= — 
Flight; ; you know her mad Way of Talking. 
0; Hang her, hang her, ſhe knows too much, 


Enter Servant ek 


Well, Raſcal, have you any News of her. 

Ser. N N— Not a Drop, Sir: The Butler ga * 
me the Key of the Cellar, to earch the. 9 Sir; ; fo 
I have been ſearching the Cellar. | 

Alph. Here's a Dog for F Jos 

Serv. I ſearch'd every ogſhed, Sir, and open'd ſome. 
Bottles, but could not find a Spoonful of her, 
Aub. You Raſcal, get you out of my Reach, or I'll bg 
ay Murderer. 


Enter another Serwant that Hammers. 


Serv. 8, 8, 8, 8, Sir, 

Alp. Well, What News? Be quick. 

Serv. My yo, yo, yo, yo, young La-Lady is gone 
Aph. I know ſhe's gone, you Dog; ; but where? 
Serv, Out at the P 
Alph. Out with't, you Son of a Whore —— 

Ser. The Po, ho, ho, ho, ho, hoſtern Gate of the Gag. 
ka, ha, ha, ha 

Alph. This Dog will make me mad; but one ſtam- 
mering Rogue in the Family, and it muſt fall to his 

Share to give me an Account of her. The Wind's in the: 

Faft too: The Dog won't get it out this Hour. 

Where was it, Sirrah, were was it? 

Serv. The Ga- arden, -Sir, the n 
- Alph. The Garden, Sir, the Garden; was it ſo? 

And how do you know — got out at the Garden, ha? 
Serv, If — if ——faw, an't p, p, p, p, p-leafe you, 

5 P— —— Print of her Fo, Roe, Foo b 5 K Ws 
Alypb. Right, a Foot, a little Foot, ayoung Whore' Foot | I 
Sery. Te, Yes, Sir: | 

Allpb. And from thence ſcrambled over the Wall into 

the Park, and ſo to the Devil? 

Ser. 80 J ſup,-p,-poſe, Sir. | | 

Alpb. "Tis. very well, ye Stars, tis very well: This 

comes of Indulgence, I muſt needs allow Ber the Key of 

the Garden, to walk on Faſt- days, and contemplate, with 

: a Pox; 


5 Wwao 
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= Pox: But I'll fetch her again, with a We e at her 
Tail. My Horſes there ——- 

eh 7 You'll give us Leave to wait upon you? 
Alp. That you mays if you pleaſe. My Horſe. there; 
- diſpatch. Are you ſo Hot? I Faith, LH cool you; Mi- 
ſtreſs: Muſt you be] Jumping Joan? If I catch you again, 
II clap ſuch a Clog about your Neck, you ſhall leap 
no more Walls, I'll 3 you; I'll hang Roderigo there, 
i Faith. My Horſes, quick; and d'ye here, keep me this 
| Young Lirry Poop within Doors, faſt ; I ſhall diſcover 

ame 78 (Exit Alph. We, 

Jil. Indeed you won t, . 

Ajide. Well, Love, if thou be ſt with her; or what- 
ever Power elſe arms her Reſolution, conduct her care 
fully, and keep her from this Madman Direct her to 
her Wiſhes; dwell about:her ; let no diſhonourable. End 
- 0 ertake. her, Danner or Want; and br me try my For- 


Enter Roderigo and four Out-Laws.. 


1 Out. You are not merry, Captain. 
Rod. Why, we 10 nothing, we have no Sport: Whon- 
ing and Drinking ſpoils us; we keep no Guard, 
24 Out. I'm N there's neither Merchant dor Gen- 
| -fleman paſſes, but we have Tribute. 
Nod. Ves, and while we ſpend that. idly,. we let thoſe 
| paſs that carry the beſt Booty: I'll have all ſearch'd and 

8 in. Rogues and Beggers have found the Trick 
of late to become Bankers. In ſhort. Gentlemen, I'll. 
have none eſcape but my Friends and Neighbours, who 
may be uſeful in. laying my Innocence before the King: 
All others ſhall pay their Paſſport. . 

2 Out. You now ſpeak like a Captain; if we. ſpare any, | 
flea us, and coin our Caſſocks. 

Nod Vou hear of no Feen the King intends 

"againſt us? 

4 Out. Not a Word: Don't: we fee, his Garrifons ? 

Rod, Who have we out now? 
2 Out Good Fellows, that, if there be. any Purchaſe 
ſtirring, won't ſlip it; n and W Lads that 7 1 5 
-their Bukines, : Red 5 


n n ds} hat wr „ by. 


5 - Mn 
We 
We . 
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- Rod, Where's the Boy you brought in ben now 7 + 


He's a pretty-Lad, and of a 1 — acity·— 

if Ou. He's within at Meat,” 816 f the poor Knave's 
hungry ; yet he ſeaſons al he 7235 or drinks, Wu 
Tears. 

2d Out, He's oung ; tis Fear anal Wane of Comp 

Rod. Don't 7 him roughly, and he'll ſoon 


der. I intend to keep him to wait upon me; Uke che 5 


Boy; there's ſomething in his F ace e me e . 
Be om you all uſe him gently. - 

Out, Here's a little Box, Sir, we took about bird, 
which almoſt 'broke his Heart to part with : I fancy 
there's ſomething of Value in it; I can't open it. 

| Red. Alas! ſome little Money, I warrant you, the poor 
Knave carry'd to defray his Charge: I'll give it him . 


Enter Jaques, Lopez, with Pedro. ; 


How now ! Who's this-? What have you brought me d 


| here, Soldiers ? 
ag. Why, truly we damt well know only } he's . 
damn'd ſullen Fellow. 7 5}, 
Red. Where did you take him? jk Ch ie 2 | 
Lap. Upon the\Skitt of the Wood, e peep· 
ing about, as if he were looking for the beſt: Acceſs to our 
Quarters: Money he had enough; and, when we threat- 
Word...” him, he fl 'd ade Fredo but would, not ipod one 
ord. 
Kad. küerim, come hither; 3 are vou a 1 251 Sir ? 


A ſmug young Saint this. What Country were you born 
in, I pray? What, not a Word? Had your Mother this 


What a bleſſed Family this Fellow ſprung from ſure 
he was begot in a Calm. Are your Lips ſealed, or do. you 
ſcorn to anſwer ? Look you, Sir, you are in my Hand; 


diers. You have a ſpeaking. Face, Sir. 


want She-Saints to pray to. 
Nod. Stand nearer: Ha? 
Fal. — do your wort; 1 ne 


* 


A Piece of pretty Holineſs; do you ſhrink, my Maſter? 


excellent Virtue. too ? Sure, ſhe was a Matchleſs Woman: 


and I ſhall be too hard for you: Put off this Bonnet, Sol- 


, Reds 


. A. & . 
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Lop. A handſome one, Em uren this Pilgrim cant : 3 | 


1 
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© 1 Rods Have you found your Tongue then ? Retire all, 
and let me talk with him alone; and keep your Guards 
— 4 (Ex. all but Rod. and Ped.) So, now, what art 
ai | 4 | | 
Ped. What am I? My Habit ſhews me what I am. 
Nad. A deſperate Fool; and ſo thy Pate ſhall' tell thee. 
What Devil brought thee hither ? For 1 know thee. 

__ +++Peg. I know thou doſt; and ſince it is my Fortune to 
light into thy Hands, I muft conclude the moſt mali- 
cious of Devils brought me; yet ſome Men ſay thou art 

Noble—— | 

_ » » Red. Not to thee; that were a Benefit to mock the 
Giver. . Thy Father hates my Friends and Family; and 
thou haſt been the Heir of all his Malice: Can two ſuch 
Storms then meet, and part without Kifling ? - 
Ped. You have the mightier Hand. | 
Rod. And ſo Fl uſe it. | 3 HO 
: Ped,” I cannot hinder you; leſs can I beg ſubmiſſive 
at his Knees that knows no Honour, that bears the Stamp 
my * and not his Nature. Vou may do what you 
Pleaſe. 16575 | a 
* Rod. I will do all. e WS 
rd. I do expect thou wilt; for had'ſt thou been a no- 
wle Enemy, thou would'f have ſought me whilſt I carried 
Arms, whilſt my good Sword was my Profeſſion, and 
then have ery'd out, Pedro, I defy thee; then ſtuck Al- 
2honſo's Quarrel on thy Point; the mercenary Anger thou 
ſerv ſt under, to get his Daughter. But now, thou poorly, 
baſely, ſetteſt thy Toils to catch me, and like the trem- 
bling Peaſant, that dares not meet the Lion in the F ace, 
dig'ſt crafty Pit falls. Thou Shame to Spani Honour. 
Neo. Thy Bravery is to thy Habit due: T hat holy 
Dtireſs thou think'ſt will be thy Sanctuary; thou wilt not 
find it ſo. T A . | 85 
Ut Ped. I look not for't: The more unhallow'd Wretch 
-howe'er art thou t'invade it. 
Nod. When you were braveſt, Sir, and your Sword 
= Hharpeſt, I durſt affront you, you know I durft ; when 
= the Court Sun gilded you, and every Cry was, The 
= young hopeful Pedro, Alonſo's ſprightly Son, then I durſt 
meet you, when you were Maſter of this mighty Fame, 


and 


* 
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and all your Glories in the full Meridian. Had we then 
come to Competition, which I often ſought—— 

Ped. And I defir'd too. 

Rod. You ſhou'd have ſeen this Sword and felt it tos, 
ſharper than Sorrow felt it: Then like a Gentleman I 
wou'd have us'd thee, and given thee the fair Fortune i] 
thy Caſt : But ſince thou ſteal'ſt upon me like a Spy, 
Thief-like think'ſ that holy Caſe ſhall ſave thee, baſe as 
thy Purpoſes, thy End ſhall be. Soldiers, appear, and 
bring a Halter with ye. I'll forgive your holy Habit, 
Sir, but I'll hang you. 


Enter Lopez, Jaques, ant e Lan | 
1 / Out. Here's a Haker, noble Captain: What Service | 
have you for't ? | 

| Red. That Traytor has Service for't: Truſs him up. 

1// Out. With all my Heart? D'ye want a Band, Sir | 
T'll fit it to your Collar immediately. 

Topex. What's his Fault, Captain? g 
Rod. Tis my Will, he periſn; that's his Fault a 
Ped. A Captain of good Government: Come, Soldiers, 

come, you, are roughly bred, and bloody; fnhew your 

Odedienee, and the Joy you have, in in executing impious 

Commands. You have a Captain ſeals you liberal Pardons + 

Be no more Chriſſians, tis not in your Way; put Religi- 

on by, *twill make you Cowards. Feel no Tendernefs; 

nor let a Thing, called Conſcience, trouble you; Alas? 

_ *twill'breed Delay. Bear no Reſpect to what I ſeem ;_ 

were I. a Saint, indeed, Why ſhou'd that ſtagger ye? Vou 

know no Holineſs! to be excellent in Evil is your Good- 
neſs ; and be ſo,” twill become you; have no Hearts, for 
fear you ſhou'd repent, for Repentance will be Gangerous. 

Rod. Truſs up the Preacher. 

Pied. The Racks of Conſcience are of dire Importance, 
Be therefore ſteady in your Miſchiefs ; Waver not. 

Rod. Up with him, I ſay. 

"Ped. Why do you not obey your. Chief ? W 3 this 
one daring Stroke at Heaven will make ye harden'd Sol- 
diers of Iniqui | 

ee Wha . the Villains gaze at ? Why am I not: 

SE 

955 C Tag. 
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0 
Ja 4 What would you have us do? 8 
Diſpatch the Babler - 
Jag. And have Religious Blood OE o'er our Heads:? 
We have Sins enough already to make our Grayes loath us. 
Rod. I ſhall not be obey'd then? 
Top. Obey'd? I don't know; tho' I am a Thief, I'm 
po Hangman: They are two Trades; I dat gare to med 
dle with Holy Blood 
Kad. Holy, or Unholy, Tl 1 5 it done. | 
1 Out. fl do't I'll be damned. | 
24 Out. Or I. 
340ut. Or I. We'll do any thing that's watt; but 
the Devil wou'd flinch at ſuck a Jobb. 
Jig. 1 have done as many Villanies as another; and, 
© tho' r ſay t, with as few Qualms: —— But I den t like 


— 


this, it goes againſt my Stomach. ' 
Nod. 15 


ave ye then conſpir'd, ye Slaves 7 
Ped. Why art thou ſo diſturb'd at their Refuſal ; if tis 
my Life alone thou want'ſt, why with thy own curſt 


Hand doſt thou not take it? Thine's the Revenge; be 


- thineithe Glory: Engroſs it to thyſelf, take the whole 
Sin upon thee, and qd ng in; Evil, as thou art-in 
1 And let dot thoſe poor Wreeches how! for thy 


"Rid "Tis enou Y ; rl. maky ye alt repent this Stub- 
bornneſs ; nor wil if I yet be baffled, I'll find another Means 
to have my Will obey d, Let him not "ſcape, I charge 
ye, on your Lives. [Exit Rod. 
Tag. What the Devil have, you W Pilgtim,. to make 
him rave and rage thus? Have you kill'd his Father, .or 
his Mother, -or ales any of his Kindred? 

Lp. Or has he no Siſters? Ran you been bouncing 
be. them ? 

Out. O' my Conſcience bis Quarrel to thee i is not 

for! eing Holier than he. 

Lop. Nor for ſeeming an honeſter Man; for we have 
n Trading here wich ſuch Stuff. To be excellent Thieves 
is all we aim at. Hark thee, Pilgrim: Wilt thou take a 
8 it and a Stride, and try if thou can'ſt out-run b 

Ped, No, I ſcorn to ſhift his Fury,” | 


ag. Thou wilt be hang'd then. 5 
= 8 7 4 
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Ped. I cannot die with fewer Faults about mm. 
1// Our. I fancy he'll ſhoot him; for the Devil's in't ir 
he hang him himſelf. 
Lop. No, he's to proud for that ; ; he'll make ſome 
Body do't : See, here he comes again, and as full of Rage 
as ever. 
He He has l Po with bim; ſure ke won't 
make him do't. | | 
" As like as not. 


Enter Roderigo and Alinda. FP, 7% 


Red. Come, Sirrah, no Wonders. Nay, FL t ſtare, 
nor hang back; do't, or I'll hang you, you young Dog. 

Alin. Alas, Sir, what wou'd you have me do ?  Hea- 
ven's Goodneſs ſhield me. 

Rod. Do? Why hang a Rogue that wou'd bang me. 
Alin. I'm a Boy, and weak, Sir; pray excuſe me. 
Ned. Thou art ſtrong enough to tie him to a Bough, 
and turn him off. Come, be quick. 

Alin. For Heaven's Sake, Sir. | 

Rod. Do you diſpute, Sirrah ? 5 | 

Ain. O. no, Sir, I'll do the beſt I can. Which i is ws 
Man, Sir? 

Red. That in the Pilgrim J Coat there ; that Devil in 
the Saint's Skin. 

Alin, Guard me, ye Powers. 

Red. Come, diſpatch. ; 

Ped. I wait thy work. | 
Jag. 10 Lo, Will the Boy doi it ? Is the Rogue ſo bold! 
So young, o deep in Blood! | 

Lop. He ſhakes and trembles, _ 2 

Ped. Doſt thou ſeek more Coals ill to ſear thy Con- 
ſcience ? Work Sacred Innocence to be a Devil? Doi it thy- 
ſelf, for Shame : Thou beſt becomeſt it. | 
' Red. Thou art not worthy on't. No, this Child hall 
ſtrangle thee, A crying Girl, it ſhe were here, ſhould 
maſter thee. 

Alin. How ſhall I ſave him? How myſelf fron Vio- 
lence? Are you prepar'd to die, Sir ? | 55 
Ped. Yes, * Prithee to thy Buſineſs. 


Jag. 


—— — 
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% 
. The young Dog begins to look as if he wou' d do't 
in Earneſt. e 
Alin. If y*are prepar'd, How can you be ſo angry, ſo 


| > hl Heav'n's won by Patience, not by Heat and 


aſſion 
Lap. The Baſtard will make a good Prieſt. 
Ped. I thank thee, gentle Child, thou teacheſt rightly. 
* "Alin, Methinks you ſeem to fear too. | 
Ped. Thou ſee'ſt more than I feel, Boy. 
Alin. You tremble ſure. 3 
1 No, Boy, tis but thy Tenderneſs; ; prithee make 
aſte 
Alin. Are you ſo willing then to go? | 
Fed. Moſt willing. I wou'd not borrow from his 
Bounty one poor Hour of Life, to gain an Age of Glory. 
Alin. And is your Reckoning ſtated right with Heav'n? 
Ped. As right as Truth, Boy; 1 could not go more 


joyful to a Wedding. 


4 Ain. Then to your Prayers PI aid you pre- 
ently. 
| 7] A good Boy; I'll reward thee well. | 
Ain, I thank you, Sir; but pray allow me a ſhort 
Word in private. 
Now guide my Tongue, ye bleſſed Saints above. (46 de. 
Rod. What wou'dit Pa have, Child? . 
- Alin. Muſt this Man die? 
Rod. Why doſt thou aſk that Queſtion = 
Alin. Pray be not angry ; if he muſt, Pl 40 it: But 


muſt he now ? 


Nod. What elſe : Who dares reprieve 8 
Alin. Pray think again; and as the Injuries are great 


this Man has done you, ſo ſuit your Vengeance to em. 


Nad. I do; *'tis therefore he muſt dis ———— 
* Alin. A Trifle. EY a 
Nod. What is a Trifle? 

Alin. Death, if he die now. | 

"Red. Why, my beſt Boy? | TOY 
An. I love you, Sir, I wou'd not tell you elle. Is it 


4 Revenge to ſaint your Enemy ? clap the . s Wings of 


downy Peace upon him. and let him ſoar to 1 1s 
8 V N 
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Red. Vet die he muſt. 1 19 
Alin. Right: Let him die, but not prepar'd to die. 
That were the Bleſſing of a Father on him; and all wha 
know and love Revenge wou'd laugh at you. You fee, 
thus fortified, he ſcorns your Threats, deſpiſes all your 
Tortures; ſmiles to behold your Rage; ſo blind your 
View, that while you aim his hated Soul to Hell, you 
ſhoot it up to Heaven. Shall he die now? | 
Loop. What has the Boy done to him? 

Jag. How thoughtfully he looks ! 5 

Alin. Come, Sir, you are wiſe, and have the World's 
Regard; you are valiant too, and ſee your Valour ho- 
nour'd. "Twill be a Stain to both, indeed it will, to have 
it ſaid, you have given your Fury Leave to prey on a poor 
paſſive wayward Pilgrim. | 


Rod. The Boy has ſhaken me: What wou'dſt thou have 
me do? | F 
Alin. Alas, Sir, do you aſk a Child? But ſince you do, 


III fay the beſt I know, I'd have you then do bravely, 


ſcorn him, and let him go. You have made him tremble, 
now ſeal his Pardon; and when he appears a Subject fit 
for Anger, fit for you, his pious: Armour off, his Hopes 
no higher than your Sword may reach, then ſtrike the 
noble Blow. 1 ; 
I hope I have turn'd him. |. TA 
Red. Here ; let the Fool go. I ſcorn his Life too much 
to take it from him. But if we meet again | 
Ped. I thank ye, Sir. 3 
Rod. No more: Be gone. Exit Pedro. 
Alin, Why this was greatly done, moſt noble. : 
But whither is he gone! O, ſhall we never meet happy? 
| 1 | Aſide. 
Rod. Come, Boy, thou ſhalt retire with me; I 4 7 4 
88 Thou haſt a pleaſing Tongue; come with me, 
ild. 
Ain. I'll wait upon ye, Sir. — 0 Pech. (Afide. 
RE. Ex. Rod. Alin. 
Top. The Boy has don't; he has ſav'd the Pilgrim, A 
Cunning young Rogue, I ſhall love him for't heartily. * 
Faq. And ſo ſhall I. But the Knave's ſo good, I'm 
afraid he'll ruin us, he'll make us all honeſt. 


- 
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1f Out. Marry Heav'n forbid. 1 5 

24 Out. Hell find that a harder Tat, than to fave 
the Pilgrim, 
Top. That I believe: But come, Gentlemen, let's to 
mo. we Il drink the Boy? 5 Health, and ſo about our 
hops. 0. Laeuat. 


— 
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4 6 


'B nter Roderigo, J aquez, Tan and three Outlaws, 


Rad b IS ſtrange none of you ſhou'd know her. 
Tac. Alas! we never ſaw her, nor heard 
of her, but from you. 

I don't think twas ſhe ; methinks a Woman 
mon not dare 
Rod. Thou ſ 8 ſt thou e not what: What dares 
not Woman when ſhe is provok d? Or what ſeems dan- 
| E to Love and Fury ? That it is ſhe, thefe Jewels 

ere confirm me; for Part of them I mylelf ſent her, 
which (tho againſt her Will) her Father forc'd her to 
accept and wear. 
Lop. Tis very ſtrange, a Wench, and we not know i it; 
I us'd to have a better Noſe. 
Fag. But what could be her Buſineſs here? 
Kea. That's what diſtracts me. O that W; pil- 
grim, that Villain Pedro / There lies my Torture. . How 
 cunningly ſhe pleaded for him! How artfully ſhe ſav'd 
- him! Death and Torments, had ye been true to me, „ 
ne er had ſuffer'd this. 
I Out. Why, you might have hang'd him if you 
wou'd ; and wou'd he had been hang'd, that's all we care 
fort, ſo we had not don't—— * 
Rd. But where is ſhe now? What Care have ye 1d er 
chat? Why have ye let her go, to deſpiſe and laugh at by ? 
. 
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Lop. The Devil, that brought her hither, has carried 
her back again, I think ; for none of us ſaw her go. 
Jag. No living Thing came this Night through our 
Watches. You know ſhe went with you. 
Rod. And was by me, till I fell aſleep : But, when I 


wak'd and call'd, was gone. Curſe on my Dulneſs, why 
did I not open this ? This would have told me all. 


Enter Alphonſo and two Out-Laws. 


Alpb. Prithee bring me to thy Captain, where's thy 
Captain, Fellow? Oh, I am founder'd, I am melted ; 
ſome Fairy has led me about all Night; the Devil has 
enticed me with the Voice of a Whore. Where's thy 
Captain, Fellow ? 

i Out. Here, Sir, there he ſtands. 

Al:h. O Captain, how doſt thou, Captain ? I have 
been fool'd, bubbled, made an Aſs on: My Daughter's 
run away ; I have been haunted too; have loſt my Horſe, 
am ſtarv'd for want of Meat, and out of my Wits. | 

Red. I'm ſorry, Sir, to fee you engag'd in ſo many 
Misfortunes : But pray walk in, refreſh yourſelf, and [I'll 
inform you what has happen'd here; but I'll recover your 
Daughter, or lole my Life : In the mean I ime, all theſe 
ſhall wait upon you. 

Alph. My Daughter be damn'd. Order me Drink 
enough; I'm almoſt choak'd. (Ex. Alph. 

Rod. You ſhall have any Thing What think you now, 
Soldiers ? 

Ja. T think, a Woman's a Woman; that s all. of b 

Lip. And J think the next Boy | we Ferns we ſhowd-* — 
ſearch him a little nearer. (Excunt. | 


Enter Juletta Sola, in Boy's Cloaths. 1 s 2 
Jul. This 1 18 Roderige? S Quarter ; my old Maſter” 8 gone 


— 


in here, and I'll be with him ſoon ; ll ſtartle him. a lit- 
tle better than I have done. All this long Night have I 
led him out of the Way, to try his Patience. I have made 
him ſwear and curſe, and pray and curſe again: I have 
made him loſe his Horſe too, whiſtled him throughghick 
and thin. Down in a Ditch I had him; there he lay 
blaſpheming, till I call d * out to guide his Noſe pop 
| : mt 
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e intoa'Fuz-buſh. Ten thouſand Tricks I have play'd 
5h him, and ten thouſand will add to them, before I have 
21 done with him. . I'll teach him to plague poor Women. 


1 But all this while, I can't meet with my dear Miftreſs. 
[ | | I'm cruelly afraid ſhe ſhou'd be in Diſtreſs ; wou'd to kind 


Heav'n I cou'd come to comfort her: But, 'till I do, III 
Haunt thy Ghoſt, A/phor/ſo ; I will, old Crab-Tree. He 
Man't ſleep; I'll get a Drum for him, I'll frighten him 
out of his Wits : I haye ſuch a Hurricane in my. Head, 1 
have almoſt loſt my own already; and I'm refolv'd I 
won't be mad alone. When a Woman ſets upon playing 
the Devil, twere a Shame the ſhow'd not do't to the Pur- 
| Poſe. Oe, (Exit. 


Enter Seberto and Curio. 


Seb. Tis ſtrange, in all the Tour we have made, we 
* ſhou'd have no News at all of her. 
"Car. I can't think ſhe's got ſo far. | 
Seb. She's certainly diſguis'd ; her Modeſty wou'd ne- 
WY  verventure in her own Shape. 2 
WH - Cur. Let her take any Shape, I'm ſure I cou'd ditin - 


guiſh her. 
Seb. So cou'd I, I think. Has not her Father found 
her ? 
_ *Cur. Not he, he's ſo wild he wou'd not know her, if 
- he met her. | 


Seb. I hope he wou'd not; for tis Pity me ſhou'd fall 
into his Hands. But where are we, Curio? 
; Cur. In a Wood, I think; hang me if I knew, elſe: 
And yet I have ridden all theſe Coaſts, and at all Hours. 
Seb. I wiſh we had a Guide. 
; ... Cur. If I am not much miſtaken, Scberto,| we are not 
rr from Rogerigo's Quarters, I think it is in this Thicket 
Je and his Out-Laws harbour. 
Seb. Then we are where Alphonſo appointed to meet us. 
- Car. I believe we are; wou'd we ee meet ſome 
| ring Ting to inform us. | 


E ater Alinda. 


5 


| What's that there? x 
| "Mak A Boy, I — ſtay, why may not he direct 
Sn by | An.. 
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Ain. I am hun ry, and I am weary, almoſt quite 
ſpent, yet cannot find him; keep me in my Wits, good 
Fo? n ! I feel 'em wavering. O my Head. 

Seb. Hey Boy, doſt hear, thou Stripling ? 

Alin. O my Fears, ſome of Roderigo's wicked Crew. 
If J am carried back to him, I then indeed am wretched. 

Cur. Doſt know what Place this 1s, Child ? 

ln. No, indeed Sir, not I, O my Bones! 

Seb. What doſt thou complain fof,” Boy ? A very pret- 
ty Lad this. | | F 

Cur. What's the Matter with thee, Child ? 

Alin. Alas, Sir, I was going to Segewvia, to ſee my 
ſick Mother, and here I have been taken, robb'd, and 
beaten by drunken Thieves. O my Back! | 

Seb. What Rogues are theſe to uſe a poor Boy thus! 
Look up, Child, be of good Cheer, hold up thy Head. 

Alin. OI cannot, it hurts me if 1 do; they have given 
me a great Blow on the Neck. 

Cur. What Thieves are they, doſt know ? 

Alin. They call the Captain Rodrigo. O Dear, O Dear, 

| Cur. Look you there; I knew we were thereabouts. | 
Seb. Doſt thou want any Thing? 

Ain. Nothing but Eaſe, Sir. 

- Cur. There's ſome Money for thee, however, and get 
| thee to thy Mother. 

Alin. I thank ye, Goto; ; pray Heaven bleſs ye. 
Seb. Come let's Yong, we can't loſe our Way now. 

5 (Exit, 

Alin. I'm Or you are gone, Gentlemen; I know you 
are honeſt Men, but I dont know whether you are on my 
Side upon this Occafion : Lord, how I tremble, fend me 
but once into Pedro's Arms, dearF ortune, and then come 
what will—— Which Way ſhall T go, or what ſhall I 
do ? 'tis almoſt, 5 et again, and I know, not where to 
get either Meat or Lodging. Thefe wild Woods, and the 
various Fancies that potiets my Brain, Wi run me m ad. 
Hey ho. 


Enter Jews abi th 4 Dram. 5 


Jul. Boy, Boys: e 
N wap More ſet to take ae” 4 £7; RG n 
3 2 ä 
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Jul. Doſt hear Boy? a Word with thee. 
Alin Tis a Boy too, and no bigger than I am, 14 


deal with him. 


Jul. Hark ye, young Man; can you beat a Drum ? 

Air. A Drum! 

Jul. A Drum! Ay, a 8 didf never ſee a Drum, 
Mun? Prithee try if thou canſt make it grumble. 

Alin. (Afide.) Ful.tta's Face and Tongue; is the run 
mad too? Or is there ſome Deſign in this? I'm jealous 


of every thing. 


Jul. I'll give thee a Royal, but to go along wich me 
To- night, and hurry durry this a little. 

Alin. I care not for your Royal nor you neither, I have 
other Buſineſs ; prithee drum to thy ſetf and dance to't. 

Jul. Why how now, you ſaucy young Dog you! I 


have a good Mind to lay down my Drs. and take ye a 


Slap oer the Face. 


Enter Roderigo and two fene | 
21:n. Hark here comes. more Company, I ſhall be ta- 


ken at laſt Heaven ſheild me (Exit, 


Jul. Baſto: Who's there? Alade. 
Le. Do you need me any farther, 88 2 
Ros. No, not a Foot: Give me the Gown ; ſo, the 


Sword. 


Jul. This is the Devil Thief; and, if he take me, Woe 
be to my Gaſkins. 

Lp. Certainly, Sir, ſhe'll take her Patches off and 
change her Habit. 

Rod. Let her do what ſhe will, the can't again deceive 
me. No, No, Alindæ, tis not the Habit of a Boy can 


twice delude me. 


Jul. A Boy, and Patches on , What a dull Jade have 
11 (Afide. 
Red. If ſhe be found i'th' Woods, Sg me Word pre- 
ſently, and Il return; ſhe can't be yet got far. If you 
don't final her, expect me — when you ſee me. No 


more; farewel. * (Exits 


Jul. Tm very glad thou art hide: This Boy in Patches 
was the Boy I talk'd to; the very ſame, how haſtily it 


RATS me! what a mop-ey'd Aſs was I, I could not _— 
er, 
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her. It muſt be ſhe ; tis ſhe: Now I benden her, how 
loath ſhe was to talk; how ſhy ſhe was of me. III fol- 
low her; but who mall plague her Father there? No, I 
muſt not quit him yet: I muſt have one Flirt more at 
him, and then for the Voyage. Come, Drum, make 
ready. Thou muſt do me Service. | 


2 nter Jaquez and one Out- Law, 


Jag. Are they all ſet ? 

Out. All, and each . s quiet. 

Jag. Is old Alphonſo aſleep? 
Ou. An Hour ago. | 

Jag. We muſt be very careful in our Captain's Abſence. 

Out. It concerns us, he won't be long from us 
Hu in; Drum afar off. 

Fag. What. ; | 


- Oat. A Mum. 
Jag. The Devil! | 

Oat. 'Tis not the Wind, ſure. 

Jag. No, that's ill and calm —— Hark gc 

Out. e I'* - 

:g. It comes nearer: We are ſurpriz'd ; 'tis by the 

King's Command; we are all dead Men. 

Out. Hark, hark, a Charge now. Our Captain has be- 
tray'a us all. 

Fag. This comes of Love. Poverty, a ſcoldi Wife, | 
and ten Daughters be his Recompence. ( Enter Opez. 

Lop. D'ye hear the Drum? 

Jag. Yes, we do hear it. 

1/ Out. Hark, another on that Side. ( Enter favs Out. 

a 17 Out. Fly, fly, fly; we are all taken, we are all 
taken. 
24 Out. A Thouſand Horſe 1 Foot, a Thouſand pri- 
foners, and every Man a Halter by his Side. 
Dog: A diſmal Night, Companions! What's to be done? 
2 Every Man ſhikt for himſelf. EP Og; 


Enter Alphonſo. 


Alph. Ay marry, Sir, where's my Horſe now ? What a 
Plague did 1 do amongſt theſe Rogues ? Is there ne'er a 
Hole to creep into? I _ be taken for their Captain, and 

B 3 out 
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out of Reſpect to my Poſt, be hang'd up firſt. A Pox of 
all Ceremonies, cry I: What will become of me ? I muſt 
be a Daughter-hunting with a Pox to me: Lord! Lord! 
that a foliſh young Whore ſhou'd lead a wiſe old Rogue 
into ſo much Miſchief. But hark; hark, I ſay : Ay, 
here they come. 'That had I but the Strumpet here now, 
to find em a little Play while I made my Eſcape—— 


| Enter Seberto, Curio, and Out-Laws. 
Seb. What do you fear? What do you run from? Here 


are no Soldiers, no Body from the King to attack you: Are 
you all mad? W T 
.. 1# Out. Ay, but the Drum, the Drum, Sir, did not 
you hear the Dram? 0 4 . 
Cur. I never ſaw ſuch Pidgeon-hearted Rogues; what 
Drum, you Foals? What Danger? Who's that ftands ſha- 
king there behind, enough to infect a whole Army with 
Cowardice. Merey on me, Sir, is't you? What is't that 
frights you thus? 5 TTY 5 
Alph. Is there any Hopes; do ye think I cou'd buy my 
Pardon? 5 VV 
Seb. What is't that has frighted you thus out of your 
Senſes? Here's no Danger near you: A Drum I heard in- 
deed, and ſaw it, a Boy was beating it; hunting Sqirrels 
. by Moon Light. „ | | | 
Cr. Nothing elſe upon my Word, Sir. WL 
Al;h. That Rogue, the very Boy, no doubt on't, that 
. haunted me all laſt Night. I wiſh I had him, he has 
plagu'd my Heart out. But come, let's go in, and let 
me get on my Cloaths; if Iſtay here any longer to be mar- 
tyr'd thus, I'll beget another Daughter. Where is that 
Jewel? Have you met her yet? 
Seb. No ; we have no News of her.. 
Alph. Then I can tell you ſome; ſhe has been here in 


Boy's Cleaths, ſhe has truſs d up her Modeſty in a Pair of 


Breeches. There has been a Pilgrim at her Tail too. 1 
ſuppoſe the Game's almoſt up by this Time. . 
Cur. A young Boy we met, Sir. 
Ab. In a grey HatW2 .. 
T WW. . male 
"Ta 5 | . 
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Cur. Patches on. a | 
Alph. The Strumpet. | 
Car. Impoſible! 
Alph. True——in the literal Senſe. | 
Seb. Tis wonderful we ſhou'd not know her. 
4lþh Damn her; that's all. Come get me ſome Wine, a 
greatdeal: This Halter makes n me keckle in the * ſtill. 
( xit. 


Enter Juletta, ſola. 


Jul. What a Fright have I put 'em in! a arti 
Burly : T'Faith, if this do but bolt him, I'll be with him 
again, with a new Part; I'll ferk him; as he hunts her, 
I'll hunt him; no Fox, with a Kennel of Hounds at his 


Tail, ever had ſuch a Tune on't, 4 (Exit. 
S C E N E Segovia. 
Enter Pedro anda Gentleman. 


| Gent. You need make no Apology, Sir, I take a Plea- 
| ſure in waiting upon Strangers, and ſhewing em what's 

worth their ſeeing in our City, Beſides, I obſerve you are 
fad, I wou'd divert your Melancholy if I cou d. Will * 
view our Caſtle? 

Ped. I thank ye, Sir, but I've already ſeen it ; tis 
ſtrong and well provided. 

Gent. How do you like the Walks? 


Pea. They are very pleaſant; your Town ſtands cool 
and ſweet. 


Gent. But that I would not add to your Sadneſs——I _ 


cou'd ſhew you a Place were worth your View. 
Ped. Shows ſeldom alter me, Sir ; pray what is't ? 
Gent. "Tis a Houſe here, where People of all ſorts, that 
have been viſited with Lunacies and Follies, wait their 
Cures. There's Fancies of a Thouſand Stam̃ps and Faſhi- 
ons: Some of Pity, that it wou'd make you melt to ſee 
their Paſhons: And ſome again, as light that wou'd divert 


you. But ſee your Temper, Sir, too much inclin'd to 


Contemplation: to have a. Taſte of ſuch Diverſions, 1 
ä Feu. 
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Ped. You miſtake me, Sir, I ſhou'd be glad to ſee * em; 

if you pleaſe, I'll wait upon you thither. 

Sent. Since you are willing, Sir, I ſhall be prone to 
be your Guide. 

Pied. I never yet had ſo much Mind to take a View of 

Mifery. ( 1 8880 


Enter two Keepers. 


17 Keep er. Carry mad Be ſome Meat, ſhe roars like 
1 And tie the Parſon ſhort ; the Moon's i'th* 
full, he has a Thouſand Pigs in's Brain. Who looks to 
the *Prentice ? Keep him from Women, he thinks he has 
loſt his Miſtreſs : And talk of no Silk Stuffs ; twill run 
him Horn-mad. 

22 Keep. The Juſtice keeps ſuch a Stir yonder with his 
Charges, and ſuch a Coil with his Warrants. 

% Keep. Take away his Statutes ; the Devil has poſſeſs'd 
him in the Likeneſs of Penal Laws ; keep him from Aua 
Vitæ, for, if that Spirit creep into his Quorum, he'll com- 
mit us all. How is't with the Scholar? 

24 Keep. For any thing I ſee he is in's right Wits, 
1 Keep. Thou art an Aſs; his Head's too full of other 
. 8 Wits, to leave Room for his own. | 


Z nter Engliſh Madman. Coat toy 
. Give me ſome Drink. | "7 
1 Keep. O ho! Here's the E nglj Ms 4 


dem; down o your Knees, you Rogues, and pledge me 
| roundly ; ; one, two, three and four. . To the great 
Turk, I'm his Friend, and will prefer him; he fl tral quit 
nis Crown —— and be a Tapfter. 
1% Keep. Peace, thou heatheniſh Drunkard, Peace for 
Shame. Theſe Engliſb are ſo Malt-mad, there's no med- 
. ling with them; Te they have aFruirful Year of Barley | 
there, the whole Iſland's thus. | 
Engl. Who talks of Barley? My Drink's ſmall; down 
with the Malt-Tax. Huzza. 5 
0 if Keep. Hold your ee you Bear you, or I ſhall 
_ To chaſtiſe ye— — 
. Who's _ An Exciſeman 3 J The Devil. 


'E unter 


Engl. Fill me a Thouſands Pots, and froth * em, froh 


in 33 
| Enter a She-Pool.' | 
Feol. God give you a good Even, Gait | 
21 Keep. Who has let the Fool looſe here ? 
1// Keep. If any of the Madmen get her, they'll pepper 
her, they'll boarte her, PFaith. i 
Foel. Will ye walk into the Cole- houſe, Gaffer? 
24 Keep. She's as wanton as a She- Ferret. | 
. Keep. Who a Vengeance looks to her? Go in, Kate, 
91 in, a I'll give thee a fine Ap pre. | 
, Fool, Will you buſs me and tickle me, and make me 
augh ? | 
57 Kerp. 1 I n you, e 5 : 
Engl. Fool, Fool, come up to me, - Foot; | 
Fool. Are ye peeping ? 
Ezgl. TIl get thee with five Fools, 
Fool. O fine, O dainty, + 
Engl. And thou ſhaltlie in a 'Horſe-cloath, like a Lady. 
Fool And ſhall IT have a Coach? 
Engl. Drawn with four Turkies, and they ſhall tread , 
thee too. 
Fool. We ſhall have Eggs then ; and ſhall I fit upon em? 
Engl. Ay, ay, and they ſhall be all Addle, and make a 
Tanzey for the Devil. Come, come away; I am taken 
| with thy Love, Fool, and wil mightily belabour thee. 
1 If Keep. How the Slut bridles ! How ſhe twitters at 
him! Theſe Es gliſanen would ſtagger a wife Woman. If 
we ſhould ſuffer 1 to have her Will now, we ſhou' d have 
all the Women in Spain as mad as ſhe. here. 
2d Nep. They'd ftrive who wou'd be moſt Fool : Away 
with her. 


Fool. Pray ye ſtay a little, let's hear him N He has a 
fine Breaſt. 


Enter Maſter, three W Pedro, and a Ry Scholar. 
1% Keep. Here comes my Maſter: To the Spit, you 
Whore; and ſtir no more abroad, but tend your Buſineſs, 
you ſhall have no more'Sops. i 'th' Pan elſe. Away with 
'em both. Exit Keep. with the Madman and Fool. 
1 Gent. Il aſſure you, Sir, the Cardinal's angry with 
you for keeping this young Man. 
. I'm heartily forry, Sir: If you allow him ſound, 
. 3 5 Pxay 
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pray take him with vou. 
2d Gent. We gan find nothing j in hin light nor tainted ; 
no Starts, no Rubs in all his Anſwers : His Letters too are 
full of Diſcretion, Learning, and in a handſome Stile. 
Maß. Don't be deceiy d, Sir; mark but his Look. 
4 1. Cent. His Grief and Impriſonment may ſtamp that 
ere. 

Maft. Pray talk with him again then. 

24 Gent. That will be'needleſs, we have tried, him long 
enough; and if he had a Taint, we ſhuld have met with't. 
3 A ſober Youth : "Ts Pity ſo heavy a Mufriuee 

* . ſhould attend him. | 

224 Gent. You find no 1 3 
Scho. None, Sir, I thank Heaven; nor nothing that 
_ diſturbs my Underſtanding . 
1 Gent, Do you WW a Ni ghts ?- 
Scho. Perfectly ſound and — . 
24 Gent. Have you no fearful Dreams ? 
Scho. Sometimes, as all have who go to Bed with raw 
a windy Stomachs. 
1/t Gent. Is there no Unkindneſs you * reveiv'd from 
any Friend, or Parent? Or be orn from what you lov'd ? 
Scho. No, truly Sir, I have not yet ſeen Villany enough 
to make me doubt the Truth of Friend or Kindred — and 
what Love is, unleſs it lie in Learning, I am ignorant. 
1} Gent. This Man is perfect; I never met en one that 
* 5 Lge regularly. | 
ou If 6nd it it otherwiſe. 
2 ; hg I muſt tell you plainly, Sir, I think 158 keep 
him here to make him mad ; bur here's his Diſcharge from 
my 9 7 Cardinal. Come, Sir, you are now Liber to 
o with us. | 
, Scho. I thank 1 Gentlemen: Maſter, fre. 
Maß. Farewel, Stepbano. Alas! Poor Man. | 

1 / Gent. What Flaws and Guſts of Weather we have had 

. theſe three Pays? How dark and hot it is ? The Sky is 

full of Mutiny. © 

Maſt. It has been gab don Weather. 
24 Gent. Strange Work at Sea, I deut theres 8 old 

"Tumbling. 


I Gent, Bleſs wy old Uncle's _ I have a Veature 
't. 24 
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24 Gent. And ſo have I, more than I'd with toloſe; Tr ans. 
in ſome Fear, | 

Scho. Do you fear? | 

24 Gent. Ha! How he lakes ? ; . 

Maſt. Nay, mark him better, Gentlemen. 

24 Gent. Mercy on me, how he ſtares ? 

Ma. Now tell me how ye like him? What think ye 
of him for a ſober Man now? | 

Scho. Does the Sea ftagger ye? | - 

Mat. Now you have hit the Nick. | 

Scho. Do ye fear the Billows? | 

1/ Gent. What ails him, who has ur d him? 

Scho. Be not ſhaken : Let the Storm riſe; let it blow 
on, blow on: Let the Clouds wreſtle, and let the Vapours 
of the Earth turn mutinous. The Sea i in hideous Moun- 
tains riſe, and tumble upon a Dolphin's Back; TI make 
all make, for I am Neptune. 

Maß. Now, what think you of him * 

24 Gent. Alas! poor Man. 

Scho. Your Bark fhall plough through all, and not a 
Surge ſo ſaucy to diſturb her: Fill ſee her fa; wy * 1 

ſhall fail before her 

Down ye angry Waters all, | 

Ye loud whiſtling Whirlwinds fall. ä 

Down ye proud Waves; ye Storms ay 
I command ye be at Peace; 

Fright not with your churliſh Notes, 

Nor bruiſe the Keel of Bark oy floats. 

No devouring Fiſh come nigh, SIT 

Nor Monſter, in my Empery, 

Once ſhew his Head, or Terror brings. (29.4 


But let the weary Sailor fing, | 
Amphitrite, with white Arms n 
Strike my Lute; I'll ſing Charms. Sings. 
Maft. Now he muſt have Maſick, his Fit will grow 
worſe elſe. 2 M Muſtek. 


24 Gent. I pity him. | 
Ms 4 bo Now he'll go in n quietly of himſelf, and clean 
rget all. 
1/t Gent. We are ſorry, Sir; and we haye ſeen'a Won- 
der. Pray excuſe our Cube (Exeunt on 
„ — 
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el This was a ſtrange Fit. 
Maft. Many have ſworn him right, and I have I 


ſo; yet on a ſudden, from ſome Word or other, when no 
Man could expect a Fit, thus he has flown out. 


Enter Alinda. 


Alia. Muſt I come in too? 

Maft. No, my pretty Lad, keep i in es Chamber, thou 
ſhalt have thy Supper. | | 
1 Pied. Pray what is that, Sir. | 
9 Maft. A ſtrange Boy that was found laſt Night wan- 

dering about che | "tea a little diſtracted, ſo was ſent hi- 
ther. 
Ped. How che pretty Knave looks! and plays and peeps 
upon me ! Sure ſuch Eyes I have ſeen. 
.  Maft. Pray take Care, Sir; if you ſeem to take Notice 
of him, you'll make him worſe. 
Ped. I'll warrant you, I'll not hurt him : How he 
ſmiles ! Let me look once again ; but that the Cloaths are 


different —— Sure tis not ſhe How tenderly it 
ſſes me? 
* J muſt attend elſewhere ; pray take Heed. 
(Exit Maſter. 


Ped. Fear not : How my Heart beats and trembles ! 
He holds me hard: Thou haft a Mind to ſpeak to me: 
421 He weeps ! What would 'ſt thou ſay, my 1 Doſt 
1 knowme? _ 

Alin. O Pedro, Pedro} 
| Ped. O my Soul! 
Alin. Let me hold thee, and now come all the World, 
I fear not. 
. . Ped. Be wiſe, my Angel, you'll diſcover yourſelf; oh, 
how I love thee, How doſt thou? Tell me. 
Allin. I have been miſerable: But your Eyes have 
. blefs'd me. Pray think it not Immodeſty I kiſs ye. Oh, 
my Head's wild till. 


5 me; ; *twill be obſerv'd. 
Alin. Are ye then weary of me? But you ſhan't leave 
me: No, I'll hang here for ever! Kiſs you eternally ! 10 
19 dear „* ! 
| Enter, | 


*Ped. Be not io full of Paſſion, nor hang ſo eagerly upon | 
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| Sm Enter Maſter. N | 6 1 g 

Maft. Look ye there now; I knew what you'd do. 
The Boy's' in's Fit again: Are ye not aſham'd to torment - 
him thus? I told you, you'd bring it upon him. Either 
be gone, and preſently, I'll force ye elſe : Who waits 
within ? EY 1 

5 Enter two Keepers. RY 
Ped. Alas! good Sir, this is the Way never to recover 
him, : 1 . i 
Mat. Stay but one Minute more, I'll complain to the 
Governor, Pull away the Boy; look ye there, d' ye fee 
how he pulls, and tears himſelf. Be gone, you had beſt, 
for,, if the Boy miſcarry, I'll make you rue it. 

Ped. O Miſery ? 8 e 
Alin. Farewel, for ever. | ) 

Exeunt different Ways, 


ACP AV: 196 ot 


Enter Alphonſo and a Gentleman. 
Juletta follows em unſeen. 


Gen. O U are now within a Mile o'th* Town, Sir; 
if my Buſineſs would give me Leave, I'd 
uide ye farther. But for ſuch Gentlemen as you enquire 
or, I have ſeen none. The Boy you deſcribe, or one 
much like it, was ſent in other Night a little maddifh, 
and now is in the Houſe appointed for ſuch-Cures, 
Alph. "Tis very well, I thank ye, Sir. | Oe 
Ful. (+fide.) And ſo do I: For, if there be ſuch a 
Place, I aſk no more: You ſhall hear of me, i Faith, old 
Gentleman; 111 follow you there too, as founder'd as I 
| | amy 
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= am; and make ye kick and roar before I have done with 
you: T'i-teach you to haunt Mad houſes. | 
Alobonſe (afide.) It muſt be ſhe. Tis very well: Is 
. your Blood ſo hat, 1 Faith, my Minx ? I'll have ye mad- 
x ded, I'll Hays ye worm'd. 


8 Alinda, as a Fool. 


Sent. Here's one belongs to the very Houſe, Sir; ; an 
a2 poor Ideot, but ſhe'fl hew you the Way as well as 
| wiſer Body. So, Sir, I leave you. (Exit fag 
Alpb. Your Servant. Here, Fool, a Word with. 
G I Fool. 

Ain. © I am loft: "Tis my Father in all his Rage. 

Alpb. Hark thee, Fool. 

Alin. He does not know me ; Heaven grant I may de- 
teive him ftill.! — Will ye give me 'Two-pence, 

Gaffer, and here's a Crow-Flower, and a Daizy, I have 
ſome Pye in my Pocket too. 

Alph. This 18 an errant Fool, a meer Changeling. 

Hen. Think fo, and I am happy. (Aldi. 

Doſt thou dwell in Segovia, Fool? + 

Ali. No, no, I dwell in Heaven; and I "9 a fine 
little Houſe made of Marmalade ; and I am a lone Wo- 
man, and I ſpin for St. Peter, I have a hundred little Chil- 
dren, and they ſing Pſalms with me. 

Alph. A very pretty Converſation I am falling into- 
here, eſpecially for a Man in a Paſſion. Can'ſt thou tell 
me if this be the Way to the Town ? 

Alia. Ves, yes, you muſt go over the oy of that high 
Steeple, Gaffer. . 

Alph. A Plague of your Fool's Face. | of 

J. ( al. No; ke her Counſel, do. 

Ain. And then you ſhall come to a River, Gaffer, Ps 

. twenty Miles over, and twenty Miles and ten ; and then. 
vou mull pray, Gaffer, and pray, and pray, and pray, 
and pray, and pray. | 
. Alpb. Pray ev Coe me from ſuch an Als as 


00 ax. 
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Ain. Amen, ſweet Gaffer; and ing a 2 of Sugar- 
| Cake into it, and then you muſt legp in naked. 
Jul. (aſde.] Wou'd he wau'd. believe ner. 
Aliu. And fink ſeven Days together. Can ye . 
Gaffer? | 
Alpb. Pox on thee, and a Pox o that Fool that left me 
to thee. (Exit Alph.. 
Ain. God be Wye, Nuncle. 4 | 
Jul. How 1 rejoice in any Thing that vexes him! F 
mall love this Fool as long as Ilive, Tor. utting her Hand 
to the Plough. Cou'd T but ſee my Miſtreſs 4 — to tell 


7 her how I have labqur'd for her ; how T have worn my- 


ſelf away in her Service; ; el, ſure I ſhall find 

her at laſt. 

Alin. (aſide.) "Tis Juletta, = ——— Sure ſhe's honeſt; 3 
yet I dare not diſcover myſelf to her. 

Ju. Here, Fool, here's ſomething for thee to buy | 
ples; for the Sport t thou haſt made in croſſing thy Nunk 
„ Thank ye, little Gentleman; Heaven bleſs ye. 
Pray keep this Ng, twas ſent me from the La of 
the Mountain, a Golden Lady. | 

Jul. How prettily it prattles! _ 
Alin. "Tis very good to rub your Underſtanding ; and 
fo good Night; the Moon's up. 

Jul. Pretty Innocence | 

_ (afide.) Now, Fortune, if chou dart do good, 

me. (. Exit Alin. 

7. Tl follow him to Town ; he ſhan't eſcape me. 
Let me ſee -= muſt counterfeit a Letter, a Letter of 
Authority for him — Ves, twill do; certainly do. 
How I ſhall make his old Blood boil ! Rare Sport, i'Faith ! 
But what i'th' Name of Innocence has this Fool given me k 
She ſaid *twas good to rub my Underſtanding ; 1s't Bread, 
or Cheeſe ? — Hah! a Ring! a right one! a Ring 
I know too ! ———— The very ſame — A Ring my 
Miſtreſs” took from me, and wore it: I know it by the 
Poſy. None could deliver this but herſelf. ”"Fwas . 
ſhe. Curſe o my Sand- blind Eyes. Twice deceiv'd ! 
Twice ſo near the Bleſſing I am ſeeking What ſhall Ido? 
12 are ſo many croſs Ways, tis in vain to follow her. 


I hope, 
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t ber Touch with her Father. 


Torment, he's got beyond my Vengeance. 
laugh at me! 


„% - 
however, for all her Dreſs, ſhe's in her Senſes ſtill, 
fort re ſhe knew me. —— Well, to divert my Melancho- 


«ll I can''meet with her again, "IU 80. and have 
(Exit Julet. 


| "Fete Roderi g0. 


El She's not to be recoyer d; and, which doubles my 
How they 
eath and Furies! But why ſhou'd I ſtill 
wander thus, and be a Coxcomb, tire out my Peace and 


Pleaſure for a Girl? A girl that ſcorns me too! A Thing 
that hates me; and, conſider at the beſt, is but a ſhort 
| Breakfaſt for a hot Appetite : 


—— Well thopght. That 
ſhort Repaſt I'll make on her, and ſo I'll reft, —-— Look 


tto't, my young Deceiver ; we ſhall meet, which when 


4 


| makes ! How it friſks ! 
the Devil ! ——— 


| but baſely Sun burnt. 


Sun? Prithee go thither, and light me this Tobacco, and 
| 1 it wich the Harns of the Moon. 


we do, not all the Tears and Cries of trembling Chaſtity 


| ſhall ſave you. Vou have fir d 1 Dwelling, and ſhall 
| guench my Flame. 


| 1 Alinda. 3 
Alin. Is not that Pedro . on tis he. Oh 


mM 
2 What art thou? 4-4 
Ain. Hah !———Oh! I'm . (Aide. 
Nod. What the Devil art thou; 
Alin. (aſide.) No End of my Misfortunes ?. Heav'ns ! 


that Habit to betray me ! Ye holy Saints, can ye ſee that ? 


Do yourſelves Juſtice, and protect me. 
Rod. It dances ! Hey-day ! the Devil in a Fool's Coat ! ! 
Is he turn'd S e What Mops and Mows it 
s't not a Fairy ? It has a mortal 


Face, and I've a great Mind to't. But if it ſhou'd 12 880 


Alin. Come hither, Dear. 

Nod, I think twill raviſh me. It's a handſome Thing, 
What's that it points at? | 

Alin. Poſt thou ſee that Star there ? That juſt above the 5 


8 Rod. 
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Red. The Thing 5 mad, quite mad. Go ſleep, Fool, 
ſleep. 
N Thou canſt not ſleep ſo quietly ; 3 for I can ſay my * 
Prayers, and then ſlumber. 
I am not proud, nor full of Wine ; 
This little Flow'r will make me fine: 
Cruel in Heart, for I will cry 5 
If I ſee a Sparrow die. 
I am not watchful to do IIl, 1 
Nor glorious to purſue it il; 
Nor pitileſs to thoſe that weep, 
Such as are, bid them go ſleep. e 
Do, Fe do; and ſee if they can. e 
Red. It ſaid true. Its Words fink into me. Sure 'tis a 
kind of Sybil; ſome mad Prophet. I feel my F wy bound 
and fetter'd in me, 
Alin, Give me your Hand, and T'll tell you my For- 


tune. 
Rod. H ere, 54 8 
Alin. Fye l fye! fye! fye! ye! Waſh your „Had and 


| 8 your N ail, and look finely, you ſhall never kiſs the 
ing's Daughter elſe. 

Rod. I waſh 'em daily, 

Alin. But foul 'em faſter, 

Red. (aſide.) This goes nearer me. 

Alin. You ſhall have two Wives. 

Rod. Two Wives _— : 

Ain. Yes; two fine Gentlewomen. Make much of 
em, for they'll ſtick cloſe to you, Sir. And theſe two 
in two Days, Sir. 

Rod. That's a fine Middle! 

Alin. To-day you ſhall wed Sorrow, and Repentance 
will come To-morrow. _ 
Rod. Sure ſhe's inſpir'd. | 7 . 
Alin. I'll tell you more, Sir. 2 (Sings. 


He call'd down his Merry. men all, 
B One, by Toe, by Three. 
William ad fain have been the Firſt, . 
But now the Lap is he. 
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_ Can they feel my Sores, yet I inſenſible? Sure this was 


it too; nay, ſtill fun on. I muſt think better ; ; be ſome- 
thing elle, or nothing. Still 1 grow heavier. A little 
Reſt wou'd help me; Tu try if I can take it ; and Hea- 
Lens e guard . (Lies doaun. 
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2 Pea. 2 have ſcaped To-day well. If the Out- 
Laws had known we tia 


, 8 Foe. A Murrain 1 em, they have robb'd me 
_khrice. / 


too: But, to ſay the 


5 a mT ot three Chi dren by em. Poor *. / They have 
5 pepper'd her Jacket. + 
- for their Kindneſſes. 


I don't care if we had. 


1 Pea, An old * that keeps Sheep hereabouts.. | 


_ off? 


Stand to- your Arms, Gentlemen, 
_ — Tis he. | = 


- 
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Rod The very Chronicle of my Misfortunes ! 
Alin. I'll bid you good Ev'n ; for my Boat ſtays for 
me, and I muſt fop with the Moon To-night in the Me- 
diterrantan. (Exit Alin. 

Rod. Can Fools and Mad-Folks then be Tutors to me? 


ſent by Providence to ſteer me right. Pm wondrous 
weary ; my Thoughts too, they are tir'd, which adds a 
weighty Burden to me. Ihave done Ill; I have perſu'd 


- ator Faur Peaſants. 


been ſtirring, we had paid for t, 
Neighbours. 


34 Pee. Me five Times, my Daughter fifty; | tho), to 

2 them their Due, they ne'er take any thing from her, 
ut what ſhe can very well ſpare. - 

4th Pea. Ah! my poor Wife has been in their Hands 

© Truth, I dont find ſhe has loſt much 

_— 

ft Pea, For my Part, I ought not to complain, for 1 


24 Pea, Wou'd we had ſome of em here, to thank em, 

4 Pea. So we were firong enough to circumtiſe em 
40 Pea. What's that lies chere ? 
2d Pea. Drunk, fupp poſe, 


34 Pea.. And a 880 by her Side to . Wolves 
ah! Captain e or the 


J Peas. 


We be ne: 1 
If Peas.) Speak ſoftly.. | bi e 


24 Pea. Now's our Time. | 
34 Pea, Stay, ſtay, let's be 3 bai we _ ; 
him before we kill him, or after? 

4th Pea. Let me kill my ſhase of him before Nene. 

1// Pea. Let me have the firſt Blow; he robb'd me laſt. 
of ls No, I ought to have the: firſt ; he cuckolded 
me la | 

34 Pea. Hold, hold; 50 Ciyil Wars, #yethears Beat 
his Brains out r radon And then PI piladiie 
Porkets. Sur. 
5 * Pea. Draw your Knives and every Man 1ze 4 

imb. Lort 
Omn. Hui 3 
| Red. Slaves I Villains! Wil ye murder me? 8 
4. Pea. No, No; well only tickle you a little. Dye | 
remember Jonny api; 5. __ ye _ a W pond 
maker. : 8 
Enter Padre: | 
Roc. For Heaven's Sake! as ye are A as n "are 
Chriſtians, - | 
4th Pea.. Neither Man nor Chriſtian, upon this Occa- 
ſion ; but a Cuckold with my Knife i in my Hand. 5 

Red. O Help! Some Help there“ 

Ped, Ye Villains! ! Areye N Murder ? Off. ye laben 
Slaves: Do ye not ſtir? Nay, then have among ye. 

| Oman. Away, away, away. 1 ( Exeunt. 

Peg. Villains! Uſe Violence to that Habit! 

Nod. Paura ! — Nay, then I am more — than 
ever. | /L 
Pe. Hah! Rederigo ti Whenthes him here thusclad? 

Js it Repentance, or a Diſguiſe for Miſchief? - (A4fde. 
Rad, Ta owe 1 Life wy bim en me nal Confoboo. 


 (Afide. 
Ped. Ye axe -not n "RR Sir? 
Kad. No. —— All, J can call a Wound, is in my Con- 
| ſcience. (Ade. 
Dad. Have ye conſider'd the Nun thaſe Men, and 
how they have us d you? Was it well? © 
| Red, (ofrde.) I dare not ſpeak, for 1 bave Auge 0 
avſwer. 
- Fea 
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_ .* Ped. Did it look noble to be o' erlaid with Odds? Did 
it ſeem manly in a Multitude to oppoſe you? If it be baſe 
in Wretches low like theſe, what muſt it be in one that's 
born like you? Ah Roderigo / Had I abandon'd Honeſty, 
Religion, broke thro' the Bonds of Honour and Huma- 
nity, I had ſet as ſmall a Price upon thy Life, as thou 
didſt lately upon mine: But I reſerve thee. to a nobler 
Vengeance. ; | „„ rn 
:» Rod. I thank ye; you have the nobler Soul, I muſt 
.confeſs it; and of your Paſſions are a greater Maſter. 
Th' Example's glorious, and I wiſh to follow it. There 
ls a Stain of Infamy about me, and the Dye is deep; yet 
poſſibly Occaſion may preſent, that T may waſh it off. 
Ped. I'll give you one, a noble one, Ithink. We have 
a Quarrel, we've a Miſtreſs too. We are ſingle, and our 
Arms alike. In one fair Riſque of Life let all determine, 
our Rancour paſt, and Happineſs to come. = 
4 Rod. (afide.) His Virtue puzzles me. I dare fight, 
Pedro. e 
Ped. I do believe you dare: Or, if you wanted Courage, 
the beauteous Prize, for which we now contend, wou'd 
rouze you tot. . 
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Ped. If you deſerve her, draw. 77 . 
Nad. I do not, nor ſuch a noble Enemy: I therefore 

will not draw. | 7 1d 


Pied. I cou'd compel you to't, but wou'd not willingly. 
Nod. You cannot, to increaſe my Guilt : The Load's 
already more than I can bear; I wo'not add tot. 
. Ped. Poor Evaſion. edt, 
Ned. Thou wrong'ſt me; much thou wrong'ſt me, 
Time will convince thee on't. I'll ſatisfy thee any Way 
= but this. I have been wicked, but cannot be a Monſter. 
My Sword refuſes to attempt the Man preſerv'd me; its 
= "Temper ſtarts at thy Virtue. If thou wilt have me fight, 
give me an Enemy, for thou art none. : ö 
© Ped. Tm more; for I'm thy Rival. OS ESI 
:- Rod. That is not in thy Power; for I no more am 
thine. No, Ped o; the Wrongs I've done myſelf and thee, 
let that fair Saint attone for: There's nothing more I - 


i 
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the World can give; anden S rn leſs can N my 
Crimes, or recompenee thy Virtue. | | 

Ped. Is't poſſible thou can'ſt be ſuch a Penijtent | Leit, 
Nod. I am moſt truly ſuch; and left I ſhould relapſe | 
again to Hell, forget the Debt I owe. to thee and Heav'n, / 
this ſacred Habit, I have fo prophan'd, ſhall henceforth.. 
be my faithful Monitor. 
Ped. Noble Raderigo, how glorious is this Change 2 
Let me embrace thee. 
Rad. Thou great nee of en n * thou for- 
give me? 
Ped. I do; with Joy I do. 
Rod. Then I am happy. — All I have more to aſk, 
is, Leave to attend you in your preſent Difficulties ; ; that, 5 
by ſuch Service as I have Power to render, I may con- 
firm you, I am what I ſeem. | | 
| Ped. There needs no further Proof: However, i in Hopes 6 
I doubtly oy return thoſe anden FI not refuſe em. 
f Rau. 


« 


Enter Alphonſo, Maſter and Keepers 


Map. Yes, Sir, here are ſuch people: But how pleaſing 
they may be to you, I can't tell. 

Alph. That's not your Concern 3 I defire to. ſee em, 
to ſee 'em all. 

Mat. All > Why, they'll quite 2 ye, Sir; 
like Bells rung backwards, they are — but Confuſ- 
on, meer Noiſe. 

Alph. May be I love Noiſe ? But hark ye, Sir; 
have ye no Boys, hand ome young Boys? : 

Mat. One, Sir, we have; a very — Boy. 

Alph, Long here? | 

Mat. But two Days: A little craz'd, but may recover. 

A pb. That * I would ſee that Boy ; perhaps I know 


him. { afide.) This is the Boy he-tbld me cf; 
it muſt be ſhe ————— The Boy, Maſter, I beſ:ech ye 
the Boy. 


Maſt. You ſhall ſee him, Sir, or any elſe ; But pray 
don't be ſo violent. | 
Alph, 


— 


4 e i 


1 Alb. W to e ye; In ber af 
Fancies; I can ta to an en pute if Occaſion be— 
Who lies here? 

- Keep.. Pray don v diſurb em, Gira here lie tuch Youths 
„ ee il they begin to dance their Prench- 
Moores. _ 

Maft. Fetch 0 the Boy 7 Sirrah. $h 7 
gvithm.) —— Hark! = 1 * 4 N. 
e . eee | 


Enter Engliſh PROTON Scholar, Gy Priel. 


ITY 3 Bounce: Clap her o'th' Starboard. Bounce: 
=__ the Can. + | 
| -Sebol.; Dead, ye- Dog, dead! Dye quarrel in my King- | 
dom? Give me my Trident. ; 
WT | Bounce: — Twixt Wind and Water : Laden 
11 Wich erel! Oh brave Meat! : 
Sebo. My Sea Horſes, PH 1 8 8 the Northern Wind, 
and break his Bladder. 
* Alph. Brave Sport, i Faith! 
Prieft. Ell ſell my Bells, before ru be een thus. 
Alb. What's he. 
| Maft. A Prieſt, Sir, that run Mad for a Titbe. i 
we þ. Curran-ſauce cure him. 
Prieft. III curſe ye all, I'll excommunicate ye. Thou 
Bn Heretick, give me the tenth Pot. 
| Sue me, I II drink up all. Bounce I 8 
0 bo have I ſplit your Mizen ? Blow, blow, thou Weſt- 
wind; blow till thou riſe, and make the Sea run en; 
Fi hifs it down again, with a Bottle. * Ale. 
Scho. Triton ! why Triton! 
"Engl. Triton's aer with Metheglin. e 
Gebo. Strike, ftrike the Surges, - ſtrike. - 
"Pricft. Til have my Pig FE 
i Eng. Drink, think 2 beers — ole, a 
: adele, diddle, Drink. ; 
 Prieft, I'll damn thee. | 
Eng: Prieft, proud Prieſt, a Pig's Tail in'thy T eech. | 
Nil. My Pig — or I'll marry the. 


* 


. Eng. 
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Eng, Say no more. NM Drink out, Huſh i is 85 Word 


A and to 
Maſt. Their Fits are cool now; ; let em reſt. . 
Alph. Mad Gallants, mad Gallants, i Faith; I love their 
Faces; 1 never fell i into better Company in my 18 e 


e mad Taylor. 


Tay. Who's chat ?——The King of Spades? I'll abs 
him a new Mantle? 


made thee = :.. 


Alph. Hey Day: A mad Taylor too! What the Pox : 
Tay. Cabbage — —Snip goes the Sheers—-—and the 
Coat's never the Morter. | 


Aupb. Thou'rt a brave Fellow, aind ſha't make me 2 

new Doublet. _ | 
Tay. For thy Coronation Lil do't: but Money 

down; doſt hear? Money down. "THE King of 6 is. 

2 Courtier. | 

| Prieſt. T'll have a new Gown: <7 
Tay. So thou ſha't, made of Shred and a Tithe: 

Louſe to prevent Damnation——— | 

Alph. Wo't be my Chaplain? 

Prieft. And ſay Grace to boil'd Meat * che Devil: 

4lph. Can'ſt thou preach ? 

Prieft. Give me a Text. 


Tay. Pudding. po, 
Fri. Where is't? —— I'll handle it - Divide 
it ——— Subdivide it and give my 1 —— 


ne'er a Bit on't. 

Tay. My. Lady's Woman ſhall have a Slice. 
 Prieft. Mum. 
Tay. I'll cut thee a Pair of en out of the Tail of 

her Petticoat. 
Prieſt. Warm wie Hog Day 8 
out the Candle 
| Cardinal ens on — Pair too. 


but Huſh : Put 


Tater 


Maiden Heads x mY Word. If the 
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| 2ſt Keeper: You finking Whore, who did this for you? 
Who looks to the Boy? Pox take him, he was alleep when 
I left him. : 
E I ſuppoſe he made the Fool drunk. 
3 s this Noiſe about? Where's the * ? 
. Here's all the Boys we have found. 
* ft. Theſe are his Cloaths; but where's he ? 
55 Kee. Ay, that's all I want to know. 
. Where's the Boy, ye Slut you ? Where's the HIP ? 
5 fal The Boy's gone a wands he'll bring me home a 
Cuckoo s Neſt. Do you hear, Maſter? I put my Cloaths 
off, andIdizen'd. him; I pinned a Plume in Chis Forehead, 
and a Feather, and bufs d him twice, and bid him go ſeck 
his Fortune. He gave me this fine Money, and he gave 
me Wine too, and bid me ſop; and gave me theſe trim 
Cloaths too, and put 'em on, he did, : | 
DAM Is this the Boy you's ſhew me ? 


Foo 0 your 

- Owls and =o | A 

Maß, Pray, 857 be bis; TY Accidents will 
happen ſometimes, take what Care we can. 8 

Ab. Damn Accidents: You're a « Joggler, 'a and I'm 


| * 
. . Indeed, Sir, you are not. 
. * It's falſe; I am ahas'd, and I will be we, 
whether you will or W. Sir. 


'E ater Welchm man. 


Wl. Whaw, Mr. Keeper, 
* 8 here * 


Wl. 


be Lite - 
el. Give me ſome Cheeſe and Onions; give me ſome 
Waſh-prew ; I have Hungry in my Pellies ; give me apun- 
dance. Pendragon was a Shentleman, mark you, Sir? And 
the Organs at Wrexham were made by Revelations; there 
is a Spirit plows and plows the Pellows, and then they 


ſin 

Ab. Why this Moon-calf's madder than all tho ref. | 
Who the Devil is he? = 

Maft. He's a Welchman, Sir: He: ran mad, becauſe a 7 

Rat eat up his Cheeſe. A ta 

Alph. The Devil he did! 

Hel. I will peat thy Face as plack as a * Clout, 

Maft. He won't hurt.you, Sir, don't be afraid. 

Mil. Give me a great deal of Cuns; Thou art the Dez 
vils, Iknow thee by thy Tails : I will peg thy Pums full 

of Pullets. 

Alph. This is the rareſt Raſcal ! He ſpeaks as if he had 
Battermilk in's Mouth. 

Mel. Bafilus Manus is Latin for an old Codpiece, mark * 
ye. 1will;porrow thy Urſip's Whore to ſeal a Letter. 
Alopb. Ha, ha, ha. | 

Maſt. Now he begins to grow villainous. 

Alph. Methinks he's beſt now. 

Maſt. Take him away. 

Alph. He ſhan't . = 0 3 HE 

Mat. He muſt, 1 . 

Mel. I will ſing — dance, and do any thing. 

Alph. Wilt thou declaim in Greek ? 

Scho. Do, and I'll confound thee. 

We. I will eat ſome Puddings. 

Engl. Pudding ! Where is't? Bak'd or boil'd, Plums or 
Plain, tis mine by Magna Charta ———— The King of 
Spain eats White- Pot. | 

4lph. Oh brave Engli jeman / Wilt have any Beef, Boy? . 

Maſt. Nay now, Sh, y ave made him ſtark mad. 184 
hold of him there quickly. 

Engl. Beef! Ye Gods] Beef! IN have that or for 
Supper Knock him down —— Chines, Siloins, 
Ribs, and Buttocks. —= Lead-me to the French Camp 
MF fly, * fly, they fly, 12 fly, they fly | Huzzah! 


Maſt. 


* X 
* Fry | 
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1 W . Bia he ; he'll 7 ſo mad now, the De- 

Meat tame him all away. 
(E Exeunt Keeper and Madmen.. 


gh, He ſhan't, LO. What a Pox makes ye Poll Com- 


Le WY Away with'him, I ſay. | 
Alph.,  Tgad- I'll ſee him in's Lodgi nn 1 1 
Mind to * with him; Tf hes ek: rare Company no 
he's ſober, what will he be over a Bottle. 1 
© Maſt. What the Devil wou'd this old Sr be at? * 
think he's as mad as any of em. | 1 


hr” Juletts. | ; | 


7. (aftde. 9. Heis in, and now have at him 

Are you the Maſter, Sir? 
Ves. What do you want? 

Jul. I have a Buſineſs ow the Duke of Medina, Is 
thine: nqt an old Gentleman come lately here? 

Maß. Les; and a mad one too; but he's no Priſoner. 

Jul. There's a Letter; pray read it. Caſids.) I 
mall be with yaw now, i Faich, my old Maſter; I'll 


4 


3 your Blood now to the Purpoſe : I]! teach ye to 


plague Women, ye old Put you. 

Theft. This Letter ſays the Gentleman i is Lunatick : I 
half ſpe Qed it. 

Jul. E35 but too true, Sir: And fuch Pranks be has 


aid | 
Maſt. He's ſome Man.of Note, I ſuppoſe, the Duke 
commands me with ſuch Care to look to him. He's in 
Haſte tada, I find, for his Recovery; for he bids me ſpare 
no CorreGion. | 
Jul. He directed me to ſay che ſame Th hing to you. 
Fray, Six, have no Regard to his Age or Quality: But, 
fine tis for his Good, ſtrap him ſoundly. 
Ma. He ſhall have the ſharpeſt Diſcipline, I promiſe 
your. —- Pray. how did you get him hither? 5 
Jul. By a Train laid for him; he's in Love with 2 
Boy von muſt know; there lies his-Crack. | 


_ He came hither to ſeek one. 


Lo 


r ' 7 
ul. Ya; I ſent him. We ſhould never have gor kim 5 
hers 2 Force. * oh 
Maft. Here was a Boy laſt Night. 
4 He did not ſee him, did he? | | 
No; he was flipt away firſt. „ 
So much-the Petr, Pra „Sir, look well to you 
Charge: I muſt ſee him lodg'd efore Igo; the Duke 
order d me. I fancy you'll find him very rough. a 
| Maft. Oh, that's nothing. We are us'd to that; we 
can be as rough as he, TN warrant him. 
Fal. See, here he comes. — ( Afide of O how it tickles 
me! 


Euter Alphonſo and 2d Keeper, 


Alb. What doſt talk to me of Noiſes ? TIl have more 

Noiſe : I love Noiſe : I'll have em all looſe together. 

Your Maſter has let my Boy looſe, and I Il do as muck by 
his. 
224 Keep. Will you go out, and not make Diſturbances 
here? 

_Al;h. I won't go out, you Raſcal ; I'll have em all 
out with me. There's no Body mad here, but thee and 
thy Maſter, Irons ſhake. 0 Hey brave 22 Mad 
Boys! Mad Boys! | 
| 2 Do you perceive him now ? | 

Maft. "Tis too apparent. D'ye hear, Sir? Dl . 
will ye make leſs Stir, and ſee your Chamber? 

Alph. Ha! | 
2d Keep. Nay, I thought he was mad. T'gad our Ma- 
ker has found him out. I'll have one long Laſh at your 
Back, i'Faith, old Spark. | 

Maft. Come, Sir, will you retire quietly on cos 

er ? 

"1b. My Chamber! What doſt chou mean by my 
Chamber? Where s the Boy, you Blockhead you ? 
Maß. Look ye, Sir, we are Pedple of few Words here; 
either go quietly to your Chamber, or we mall * you 
there with a Witneſs, | 
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Alb. A ſtrange Fellow this !- And what Chamber 
is' t thou woud'ſt have me go quietly to ? oe 

Maſt. A Chamber the Duke has order'd to be prepar'd 

for you within ; you ſhall be well lodg'd, don't fear. 

 Alph. The Duke! What, what, what haſt thou got in 
thy Head? What Duke, Monkey, ha? * 
Maß. Hark ye, Sir, let me _ you, don't expoſe 
yourſelf ; you are an old Gentleman, and ſhou'd. be wiſe ; 
 youare a little mad, which you don't perceive ; your 
Friends have found it out, and have deliver'd you over to 
me. (Alph. ſpits in his Face.) —— —— Say you ſo, old 
Boy? — A hey! Seize him here, and fifty Slaps 
© o'th' Back preſently. os 
Jul. (afide.) I'm afraid they'll make him mad indeed. 
— Rare Sport | | | 
- Alþb. Hold, hold, hold, hold, hold.— —Harkye, 
Gentlemen, Gentlemen, one Word, but one Word : Pray 
do me the Favour to ſhew me my Chamber. 85 
Maß. O ho! I'm glad to ſee you begin to come to your- 
ſelf, Sir, I don't doubt, by the eng of Heaven, and 
Proper Methods, to bring you to your Senſes again. 
'* Alph. Yes, Sir, I hope all will be well. Really I find 
_ myſelf at this Time, as I think, very ſenſible —-—— 
of ſome Strokes o'the Back. | + Lf 
Maſt. Ican ſee your Madneſs ver y much abated. | 
Alpb. Yes, truly, I hope it is; tho' I can't ſay but = 
Il amftil ——— a ——— little diſcompos d. 


* 


Maß. There muſt be ſome Time to reſtore a Man, 
Rome was not built in a Day. But ſince the Duke has ſo 
much Kindneſs for you, to be in Haſte for your Cure, 
when your next Fit comes, we'll double the Doſe. ——— 
Here, lead the Gentleman to his Chamber : But he muſt 
have no Supper Fo- night; take Care of thaet. 

- Alph. Pray, Sir, may I ſleep ? x 
' +» Maſt. A little you may. In the Morning we'll take 30 
or 40 Ounces of Blood away; which, with a Water-gruel _ 
Diet, for a Week or ten Days, may moderate Things 
' mightily, —— Go, carry him in, I'll follow. preſently. 
Aub. What a wretched Dog am 11 5 

3 | (Ex. Keepers and Alphonſo. 

| 5 Maſt. 
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Maſt. You ſee, Sir, the Duke's Orders are obey d. 

Jul. T'll not fail to acquaint kim with it. Pray let the 
old Gentleman want nothing but his Wits. 

Maß. He ſhall be taken perfect Care of. —My humble 
Duty to' his Grace. | (Exit Maſter. 
Jul. So, now I think I have fix'd thee. This has ſuc- 
ceeded rarely ! Fcou'd burſt with laughing now, 
lie down and roll end the Room, I'm ſo tickl'd with it. 
But I have other Buſineſs to do; now's my Time to ſerve 
my Miſtreſs. Good Stars! guide me where ſhe is, and I 
have nothing. more to aſk you, but a Huſband. . 


eee 


ACT V. 


Eater Seberto and Curio. 
E z. 0 My Conſcience, v we have quite loſt him: He's 
this Morning. 


Cur. Faith let's e'en turn back; this is but a Wild- 


gooſe Chaſe. 


Seb. No, hang't, let's ſee the End of theſe Adventures 


now we are out: They muſt end ſoon one Way or other. 
Cur. Which Way ſhall we go? We have ſcowr'd the 
Champion-Country, and all the Villages, already. 


Seb. We'll beat theſe Woods; and, if nothing ſtart, 


we'll go to Segowia. 

Cur. I'm afraid he's ſick, or fallen into ſome Danger, 
He has no Guide nor Servant with him. 
Seb. Hang him, he's tough and hardy, hel bear A 
eat deal. 
Cur. Shall we part, and go ſeveral Wa EE: 
Seb. No, that will be melancholy; 3 s c'en keep on 


fogether. Come, we'll croſs here firſt; and, as we find 


the Paths, let them direct _— | (Exeunt, 
C3 Eater 


* 
\ 
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not gone Home, we have heard from thence 


1 


Fueter Alinda and Juleta. | 


Fol. Indeed, Madam, tis tis very cruel in you to her 
this ſtrange Miftruſt of me. Have I not always ſery d you 
faithfully ? Why do you ſhun me thus? What have I 
done to call my Truth in Queſtion ? But I fee you are-ſtill 
doubtful ; tis — Tl leave you; and may you nen 
of one will ſerve you better. F arewel. 

Ain. Prithee forgive me: I know thou art faithful, 
and thou art welcome to me; a welcome Partner to my 
Miſeries. Thou knoweſt I love thee too. 
Jul. I have indeed thought ſo. 
Alin. Alas ! my Fears have ſo diſtrafted me, I du 
not truſt myſelf. 
Jul. Pray throw em by then, and let em diſtract you 
ſo no more; at leaſt, conſider how/to prevent em. Pray 
put off this Fool's Coat; tho it has kept you ſecret hither- 
to, tis known now, and will betray you. Your Arch- 
Enemy Rodrigo is abroad, and a thouſand more are look - 
Tt 4 wou'd gladly cha Dreſs if 
"2. 8 Gu: eſs if 
T knew Ile But, . 1 oy ey change 8 

Jul. T1 ou. Ila OE. w's 
Houſe here 1 in 1 N l curry you, and dif- 
_ guiſe you. anew:; myſelf too to attend 
Ain. But haft thou any Money 3 * mine's all gone. 

Jul. Enough for this Occaſion: I did not come: 108 
em 
2 Haſt thou ſeen Roderig o lately ? : 

Jul. This very Morning, in Icheſe ATA Take Feed, 
for he has got a new Shape. 
© Mm. A Pilgrim's Habit, I know it : Was he alone . 

© Jul. No, Madam : And, which made me wonder, he 
was in Company with that very Pilgrim, that handſome TH 
Man you were concern'd you gave HORS to, | 

Ain. Is't poſlible ! FE, 

WF. The very ſame. —Ses how « one may be deceiv'd ! 
T ſhou'd ne'er have thought him a Companugn for ſuch 3 


Villain. 


f Ahn. 


Prag, 
Nin, Did they ſeem Friends? - 1 
Jul. The greateſt that cou d be: 
Alin. Intimate; GR ed 
Jul. Walk'd with their Arms about one another's Waſte, - 
 Aiin. What can this mean? Wb bi 

Jul. Lord! how ſhe trembles ! . 
Alin. Canſt thou ſhew em me?? ñ 

Jul. Not for the World in this Dreſs :: But come with: 
me to my old Woman's; and when we are new cas d. III 
ſhew you any thing. 3 CE I Pts nh ts, 
Ain. Let's be ſpeedy then; for I am full of Apitation : 
Come, as we go, I'll tell thee all my:Secrets. 


\ 


Jall. Il keep them faithfully, —— This is the Way, 
Mm. 3 ee 


Eutew Govertion, Verdugo; ad Okizens,- 


bw Uſe all your Sports, good People, all your Solem- 
nities: Tis the King's Art day: a Day we ought to h. 


Nour. , . 
1/ Cr. We vill, Noble Governor, and make Segovig , 


24 Cit. * ſhou'd be alittle more Hearty in our Mirth” 
tho', if your Honour wou'd take into your Confider atio 
the Miſeries we ſuffer by theſe Out- laws here. Our Trade's 
undone by em, Strangers dare not come near us; beſides, 
our Wives and Daughters make woful Complaints of 'em. 
' Gov, I'm ſorry for't; and have Orders from'the King 
to help ye: You ſhan't be long perplex'd with en. 
34 Cit "Tis Time they were routed truly; for they grow 
fearful Confident, They'll come to Church ſometinies, 
and carry off dur Alter Plate. Father Dominic has curs'd 
'em all 'till he's grown hoarſe again ; ſo he ſays they are 
damn'd, which is ſome Comfort. 5 
1 Cit. If your Honour were not here to awe em a lit- 
tle, they'd come and make us a Viſit at this good Time. 
34 Cit. Ves, they d eat all our Meat, drink up out Drink, 
ring our Bells backwards, piſs out our Bonfires; and, 
when their Mettle was up, have at the Faireſt Faith. 


> . C4 2d Cit. 
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2d Cit. Nay, have at All: They are none of your ied 
ones. My poor Mother's Fourſcore and odd, and the made 
ſhift to get herſelf raviſh'd among'ſt em. 
Gov.. Are they ſo fierce ? D'ye hear Yerdugo ? After 
this Solemnit) is over, I'll ſend you, with a Party to at- 
tack em. We'll try if we can tame em. 
Ver. Their Captain Roderigo is to be pitied ; a Gentles 
man, and a brave Soldier too. 
Gov. The Court have not rewarded him as his Services 
have deſerv'd ; their Neglect of him has urg'd him to this 
. Courſe, 
Ver. They have a hungry Eye on his Eſtate; tis that, 
I doubt, keeps back his Pardon. 
Gov. It had been paſs'd e're this elſe : But he wants 
| Temper to diſcern the Cauſe. 
Fer. Have you ne'er heard, Sir, of the Noble Pedro yet 7 
Gov: Never. I fear he's dead. The Court bewails his 
Loſs; the King himſelf laments him. 
Fer. He has Reaſon ; 'twas in his Service he undid 
Kimſelf: And, if he had rewa ded him as he deſerv'd, 
_ H'had had him fill to merit more. | 
| Gow. If he be ſtill alive, and e'er an I know he is 
55 reſolv d to make him happy. But come let's to the Church, 
and there begin the en, of our Royal Maſter" A 


Rirth-day. 


% . 


Euter Roderigo and Pedro. 


Nod. How ſweet theſe ſolitary Places are ! how wanton 
iy the Wind blows through the Leaves, and courts and 
plays with em? Will ye fit down and Sleep; dis won- 
Tok hot. 
Ped. I cannot 00s 00 Friend ; My Heart's too warch- 
ful to admit of Slum 
Rod. The Murmurs of this Stream perhaps. may lull you 
into Reſt: Hark! the Birds join too to eaſe you. Pray 
Fit down. — (4fide.) J fain wou'd wooe his Fancy 
Into Peace ; I ſee 'tis mach diſturb'd —— Will you not 
Tt #7 to take a Moments Reſt ? | 
Ped, It is impoſſible: Have you | forn no one yet? N - 
Nod. 


The e $I - 
| Rod. No Creature. 

Ped. What ſtrange Muſick was that we hand FRE off ? 

Rod. J cannot gueſs ; it was uncommon ;. ſometimes 1 ie 
ſeem' d hard by, at leaſt I thought ſo. 

Ped. It pleas d me much: What cou'd it be? here 30 
Inhabitants. 

Bad. They talk of Fairies, and ſuch airy Beings : If 
there are ( och, methinks they could not chuſe a lovelier 
Dwelling. 

P:d. Thoſe Rocks, 3 look like enchanted Cells, 
form'd for ſuch Inhabitants. Hark ! more Muſick ! ( Mu/ick.) 
'Tis here again ! Hark! gentle Roderigo! O —— what 
Fuel's this to feed thy Flame? O Alinda ! .. 

„ (Aide. ) By all his Woes, he weeps. 
(They lie . 


Enter: Alinda and Juletta like old Women. 


Rod. What are theſe? _ 

Pedl. - | | 

Rod. Thoſe there; e Things that come upon us: 
Did not I ſay theſe Woods had Wonder in em? 

Jul. Now you may view em: There are the Men you 
wiſh'd for. There they are both; now you may boldly 
talk with 'em, and ne'er be pueſs'd at. Don't be afraid: 
See! they” re ſurpriz'd ! they don't know what to make of 
us. 

Alix. I Tremble ! | 

Jul. Then you ſpoil all: Take Courage and attack * 
F11 bring you, off, I'll warrant ye. 

Alin. "Tis he and Roderigo ; what Peace dwells i in their 
Faces? What a friendly Calm? | 

Rod. They ſeem Mortal: They come upon us ſtill. 

Ped. Let's meet em; ; Fear won't become us: Hail ror 
verend Dames! | 

Alin. What do you ſeek, good Men? 

Ped. We wou' d ſeek hap iter Fortunes. 

Alin. Seck em, and — A 

Lie not ſtill, nor longer here; 
Here inhabits nought but Fear: 
He conſtant, good, in Faith be clear, 


Fortune will wait ye every where. 
Cs Fa. 


5 Prrcnrwy. 
Pad. Whither ſhowd we go? For we believe thee, and 
=. will obey thee. 
Ain. Go to Segovia; and thirp before the Alter pa 
thy Vows, thy Gifts and P ers; unload thy e 3. 
There ſhed thy er Tears, and gain thy Suit; 
Such honeſt, fires Showers ne'er want F ruit. „ 
Ju. to Rad. And next for vou. 
dee how he quakes! 
A ſecure 8 never ſhakes, 
Thou haft been Ill, be ſo no more. 
A good Retreat is a great Store: 
Thou haſt commanded Men of Might; 8 
Command thy Self, and then thou rt right. 
Command thy Will, thy foul Deſire 
. Quench thy wild, unhallow'd Fires. 
Command thy Mind ; let that be pure; 
A Blefling then thou may'ſt procure. 
Take oo Advice : Go ſay thy Prayers ; 5 
Thou haſt as many Sins as Hairs, 
Of Lawleſs Men, a Lawleſs Chief; 
A Rebel bloody, anda Thief. 
Alia. Retire, thou trembling Guilt, retire z 
And purge thee perfect in his Fire: 
His Life obſerve; be that thy Guide, 
And Heav'en may then be on thy Side. 
Jul. At Segovia, both appear. 
| 9 Be Wiſe, and Happineſs is. near. } 
Both. Be Wiſe, and Happineſs is near. ( (Exeunt. 
Rod. Aſtoniſhment! What can this mean? They know 
my very Soul. 
Ped. Mine they've jopird: — Be Wiſe, and Ha ppineſi 
is near. Thoſe were their parting Words. They Bad the 
awful Sound of ſacred Truth, and I have Faith to comfort 
me. Come on, my Friend. The Oracle enjoins an eaſy 


Pilgrimage. * s try what Fate . us, (Excunt. 


Freter 
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| Enter Mafer of the Mad Mad- Houſe, Seberto ad 8 
Cur. We have told you what be! is, what Time we have 


ſought him, his Nature and his Name; the — Bob l 


too, we have given you I think a fair Account of. . 

Seb. That the Duke ſhou'd ſend that Letter, is impoſſi- 
ble ; he knows him not. And for his: Madneſs, that we 
both can clear him of. A Humouriſt he is indeed, a great 
one, violent too on every {mall Occaſion ———- b 
more —— 

Cur. "Twas ſome Trick that brought him kicker ; the 
Letter and the Page, both Counterfeits : If therefore you d 
be well advis'd, don't keep him longer here. 

Maß. Gentlemen, you have ſatisfied me, and III releaſe. * 
him: Tho' I muſt confeſs, whethe? you call it "Madneſs: 

or not, I believe a little more of our Piſciplire won'd do- 

the old Gentleman a Kindneſs, But III * no * 

vou ſhall have him. 

Sieb. Sir, we thank ye. 

Maſt. Here, bring out the old Gentleman; 1 believe her: 
may be ſomething weak, for we have dieted him _ mac 
taken a great deal of Blood from him. 

Cur. Foor Alphonſo ! 


Enter Keeper with Alphonſs. 


Seb. Poor Alphonſo indeed! Was there ever ſuch a Ske- 
leton! Sir, I'm glad once more to meet with you. (T, 0 Alph, 

..Cur., I'm overjoy'd to find you. 2 

Apb. Soft, no Flights : Paſſions are all ſorbid here. 
Let your Tongue go like a Pendulum, teddy z or that 
Gentleman there will regulate your Motions” with fifty 
Strokes of the Back preſently. 

. Seb There's no Danger: You are ſaſe too we have 
ſatisfied the Maſter, who, and what you are: And he bug) 
_ conſented to releaſe you. 4 
Maß. Ves, Sir, hes Gentlemen have aflur'd me you 
are a ſober Perſon ; ſo I aſk your Excuſe for what's paſt, 
and. reſtore you to Pe Liberty, 

C 6 Alth 


6s The roam 
Ab. Very conciſe indeed: I am much beholden to 
you truly; and do confeſs with great Humility I have not 
deſerv'd the Favours you have been pleas'd to beſtow upon 
me. Butif I have the Honour to ſee you at my Houſe, I 
ſhall not forget to return your Bounty. with ſome Strokes. 
of Acknowledgement. a 
Ma. Sir, your very humble Servant. 
Alph.. Sir, entirely yours. 
.. Farewel, Gentlemen. (. (Exit Maſter. 
Ab. Come, Friends, one under one Arm, and t'6ther - 
under t'other : I muſt make a Pair of Crutches of ye. 
Seb. You are very weak indeed. | 
Car, You look wretchedly. | 
Alpb. A little in Love only, that's all. Ah Salerie. 
Ah Curio ſuch Diſcipline! The Lord have Mercy 
on me. Had I been here 'till To-morrow Morning, this 
Dog wou'd not have left me fix Ounces of Blood in my 
whole Body. 
Seb. Can you imagine who put this Trick upon you? 
Alb. The Devil, to be ſure; but who gave him his 
Cue I can't tell ———— Come, carry me off: Lead me 
to Church, I'm in a very religious Fit at this Time, and 


Will give ſome ſmall Thanks for my 0 When 


that's over, I'll be reveng d. 1 Exit. | 


SCENE an Altar. 
 Solemn Muſick, 


zur 8 Verdugo, Courtiers, Labs, le 2 
5 ah everal Ofe Weng] kneeling "= #47 


Gow: This——To Devotion ſacred be. 
This To the King's Proſperity... 
 Thiz——To the Queen, and Chaſtity. (Mu geri. 
Gor. Sage: Lon ng live the King 

| ' Prolong, ye Powers, prolong his Sway ; 45 
Repeat, repeat this joyful Ts | 
Long * 18 


— 


Be Firat 6... 
yer. Theſe Oblations firſt we bring | f 
| To purge ourſelves : Theſe to the King: 
| To Love and Beauty theſe : Accept our Offering,” 
Chor. — Long live the King, o. OS 
1 5 Enter Pedro and Roderigo. 
Ped. — For ourſelves firſt thus we bend; _ 

Rod. — Forgive us, Heav'n, and be our Friend, : 
With Glory bleſs, and long preſerve 
The Prince we do, or ought, to ſerve: 
Accept our Offerings we implore; _ 

| The Peace, which we have loſt, reſtore, 
Ped. — Give me Alinda, and I aſk no more. 
Chor.. — Long live the King, &c. Ee; 
Enter Alphonſo, Curio, Seberto. 
.Alþh. — For my loſt Wits (let me ſee) 
| Firſt I pray ; and ſecondly, 
To be at Home again and free; 
And If I travel more, hang me. 
Next for the King, and for the Queen, 
That they be wiſe, and never ſeen | 
Where I was, in the Madman's Inn. 
Kor my Daughter I ſhould pray; 
But, ſince the Strumpet's run away, = 
In Heaven's Preſence I forſake her, 
And give the Devil Leave to take her. 
Chr. — Long live the King, &c.. Bets, 


Enter Alinda and Juletta, like Shepherdeſſee. 


Ful. Here they all are, Madam; but fear nothing: The 
Place protects you. My old Bilboa Maſter; o' my Con- 
ſcience. How in the Name of Miſchief got he out? But 

they have pepper'd him I ſee :- That's ſome Comfort. 
Alin. Hail to this ſacred Place. (Going to the Altar, 

Seb. Tis She, ſure. Car.” Reh. 

Ped. Is it a Viſion ?- Or is it She? 

Rod. Tis ſhe, and what, you were foretold, is now at 
Hand. Rejoice, my Friend, for Happineſs attends you. 

Gov. ( Afede.) What is't theſe Strangers ſeem ſo much 
ſurpriz'd at? 7 mA 
Aulpb. T had a Daughter once with juſt ſuch a young 
whorich Leer as that: A Filly too, that waited on her; 
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much ſuch a Slut as t'other. Are they come to * of 
Goats ? Tis very well. 
Ain. — Thus we kneel, and thus we pray, 
| _ Happineſs attend this Day. 
Our Sacrifice we hither bring, 
| And ſue for Bleſſings on the King. 
Jul. — Theſe of Purple, Damaſk Green, 
Sacred to the Virtuous Queen. 
Here we hang,; As theſe. are now, 
| May her Glories ſpring and flow. 
Alia. — Theſe for ourſelves, our Hopes and Loves, 
N Full of Pinks and Ladies Gloves. 
Of Hearts -Eaſe too, which we wou'd tain, 
As we labour for, attain. 
Hear me, Heav'n, and, as T bend | 
Wich Faith and Hope, ſome Comfort ſend : 3 
2 — Hear her, hear her, if there be. 
A ſpotleſs Sweetneſs, this is She. 


' - Gher, — Long live the King, Sc. | 


Pied. Now, Raderigo, I may and i in Need of * Aſſiſ. 
tance. 
Rod. My Life is yours. 
| Ped. Then wk a Joy that Lovers 88 but none elſe 
can-conceive, let me approach this beauteous ARGENT. | 
Alin. O Pedro 
Ped. My Life, my Heav'n. 
Alb. Pedro: The Devil it is ? | | 
. Gow. Noble Pedro'! Are we ſo happy to have you an | 
among us:? This is an unexpected Bleſhn 
Alph. (4fide.) A very great Bleſſing in eed. | 
Pd. In Spite of all my Griefs, Life ſtill prevaib: 
Fate ſeems to have ſome farther Buſineſs for me; if tis to 
wander on with fruitleſs Care, and buffet ſtill with Diſap- 
ppintments, let Manhood be my Aid: But if the ſullen 
Cloud, that long has lowring hung about my Head, be 
deftin'd-to withdraw, tis the warm Influence of your 
2 4 by oh that maſt diſperſe i it. (Kneels ts Alphonſo. 
I bleſs thee! Ha, ha: —— Damn the. 
* Sit, tho' I am a Stranger both to you, and the Re - 


: queſt. the Noble Pedro makes you ; his Merit's ſo well, 
known 


| the Paiok : 
known to me, that I muſt be his Second in his Suit, and 
tell you, nothing can &'er be in your Power to grant, but 
ns Halen? may. C aim. 
I don't know what his Deſert may claim, Gos, 
nw But, if he claims any thing but a Gallows, he's a 
very impudent Fellow. 
Rog. Perhaps I being a * Sir, may change DO 
Thoughts of him 
Alph. Roderigo! © 
Rod. Roderigo, Sir, W a PINA for Has, 
that you wou d bleſs yourſelf in Rleſhog him, and bleſs: 
kim with the Fair Alinda. 
 DAtph. (A/ide.) Here's a Dog for you: He finds the Jade's - 
a Scamperer, ſo he has a Mind to 1 off of the Lay. 
( 7o Rod.) Are you ſerious in this Requeſt, Sir ? 
. Red. Moſt ſerious, Sir. | 
 4lþh. ( Y <4 .) I believe you may. Let me ſce: Ie has 
a Mind to be rid of her, why ſhould not I? Pedros a Dog, 
and, if I cou'd hang him, I wou'd. But ſince I can Tit | 
be des, 'd another Way; he ihall marry the Whore, — 
(To Ped.) Look ye, Sir; and, Madam, (Bowing to. Alin.) 
I have made ſome ſhort Refleions upon the preſent Poſ- 
ture of Affairs, and am come to a ſhort Concluſion. As to 
my Bleſſing, I can't conveniently ſpare it you: But, if 
you can contrive to bleſs one another, you may e en be as 
Bleſſed as you pleaſe. 
Ped, Moſt generous Alpbonſo. | 
Alpb. Moſt-Courtly Pedro, you may. | ſpare your "2. "Bk 
| W N for, if you take my Word for it, the Preſent, I 
have made you, does not deſerve it. 
Jul. But I that know her, better than he that got her, 
ſay, ſhe deſerves the World, 
Alph, Hark you, Madam ; you had a Gillian once, 
nimble Chap 81 think we call d her; pray is this the Lady? 
Jul. No: Sir, ſhe's at Home as you order'd her: I'm 
a little Foot boy, that walks a Nights, and frighten - * 
Gentlemen, make em loſe Hats and Cloaks ———- | 
Alph. And Horſes too, ha? © „„ 
Jul. Sometimes 1 8 Sir, when the Caſe e it. 
tea 


4 


4 DP : , . 
1 64 . PI L 0:8 1. 
It1each them the Way too chrough Hedges and abe > 
| And how to break their Shins againſt a Sele. 

' Alph. A very pretty Art truly. 

Ful. Sometimes I'm a Drum, Sir; a Drum at Mid: 
night. Ran tan dan, dra dan tan, Sir; a Page too upon 
Occaſion, to carry Letters for the ſecuring of old Strolers. 
Alph. Thou art the Devil. 
| Ful. Tm worſe, Sir, Pm an old Woman ſometimes 
| that tells Fortunes. | N 
„„ : 
; Jul. And fright Pilgrims, and fend * em to Segovia for 
: their Fortunes, © I am Muſick too, any. thing to do her 


| good. And now ſhe has got her Lover, Iam Juletta again, 
! and at your Service, Sir, if you pleaſe to forgive me. 

1 Alpb. I dare do no otherwiſe, Jett thou ſhoud'ſt follow 
me ſtill: So I deſire we may be Friends, with all my 
| Heart ; and, Gentlemen, if any of you have a Mind to 
| . marry her — 
3 Sir, I am oblig'd to you; but I'm marry'd to my 

Miſtreſs : wirh her I hope to paſs ſome three or four- 
ſcore Years : So when you have any more Pranks to play, 
Sir, you know where to have me ——— 

_lph. Tis very well, Iſhall be ſure to ſend to thee. 

Pied. One Reconciliation more lies on my Hands: In 
Which! muſt engage the generous Governor. — Rode- 
rigo, Sir, is not unknown to you; nor is a 1 N to- 
your Intereſt with the King: I hope you will employ it 
to reſtore him. 

Gov. The King, indeed, is much incens'd ; but, when 
his Merit ſhalt be laid before him, I hope hell find it ea- 
iy to forget his Crimes: Be it my Care to ſet him right 
at Court: ; 

Alph. And mine to get Home to my Houſe again ; and 
if T leave it for ſuch another Expedition - (To Jul. ) 
- May'ft thou be my F ellow- Traveller. 
Cov. I hope, before you go, Sir, you'll ſhare with us 
an Entertainment the late Great Poet of our Age pre par d 
to x celebrate . . Let 5 "ER ey 
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Secular M AS u * 

TT Written by Mr. Dayoan, x 
Eater Janas. voy 


| Janus. Hronos, Chronos, mend thy Pace, 
An hundred Times the rolling Suk. 
Around the Radiant Belt has run 
In his revolving Race. : 
Behold, behold. the Goal i in Sight, 
Spread thy, Fans, and wing thy Flight. 


Enuier Chronos, with a Scythe in his Hand, ano Ghbres | 
his Back ; which he ſets down at his Entrance. 


Chronos, Weary, weary of my Weight, 
Let me, let me drop my Freight, 
And leave the World behind. 
I could not bear, 
Another Vear, | 
The Load of Human-kind. 


Enter Momus 4 x 5 


Momus. Ha ! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! Well haſt thou done 
| To lay down thy pack, 
And lighten thy Back, 


The World was a Fool, e er ſince it begun, 
and 
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And fince neither Janus, nor Chronus, nor I, 
Can hinder the Crimes, 
Or mend the bad Times, | 

I !ꝭðůͤ better to Laugh chan to Cry. ; 

- Cho: of all 3. 71, better to Langh than to Cry, 


Janus. Since Momus comes to laugh below, 
| Old Time begin the Show, 
That he may ſee, in every Scene, 
| What Changes in this Age have been. 
Cbranos. Then Goddeſs of the Silver Bow begin. 


fr Horns, or Hunting-Muſick 3 * 
iter Diana. 5 
| Piano. With Horns and with- Hounds, I waken:th e D ay 1 


— - 


And hye to my Woodland Walks away; 

F tuck up my Robe, and am buſkin'd foon, 

And tie to my Forchead'a wexing Moon. 
Loourſe the ſſeet Stag, unkennel the Fox, | 

And chace the wild-Goats'o'er Summets'of Rocks, 

With Shouting and- Booting we pierce thro' the 


28 5 And Tceho-curay Hunter, and doubles the Cry. 
Cho. of all. With Shouting and Hooting we pierce thro the. 


Ai Bechbo eres Hunter, and doubles the Cry. | 5 


Fanus. Then our Age was in'ts Prime: 

Chronos. Free from Rage: 

Diana. — — — And free from Crime. Th 

Momus.. A very Merry, Dancing, Drinking. 

Laughing, Quaffing, and unthinking Time. 
Cho. of all. Then our Age was in'ts Prime, | 

Bu Free from Rage, and free from Crime, 

| A very Merry, Dancing, Drinking, - EC, 
A Laughing, Aua fing, and unthinking Time. 


4 Dance. of Dianxs Attendants. ® 
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Euer Mars. 


Mars. - Inſpire the Vocal Braſs, inſpire 2 
The World: is paſt its Infant Age: 
Arms and Honour, 
Arms and Honour, | 
Set the Martial Mind on Fire, 
And kindle Manly Rage. 
Mars has look'd the Sky to Red; 
And Peace, the lazy Good, is fled. 
Plenty, Peace, and Pleaſure fly; 8 
Ĩuhe Sprightly Green, 
= Woollens Walks, no 2 Ip os | 
he ſprightly Green has drunk the an Dye: 
Cho. of al. Of Peacc,, bea. 1 


Mars. Sound the Turmpet;. bent ths NA 
Through all the Weed around, | 
Sound a Reveille, found, found, - 
The Warxior God is come. ; 


Cho. of all. Soundithe Trumpet, & . 


Momus. Thy Sword within the Scabbard: keep, 
And let Mankind agree 
Better the World were faſt __ 
Than keptawakeby hee. 
The Fools are only thinner, 
With all our Coſt and Care; 
But neither Side a Winner, 


For Things are as they were. 
| Cho, of all. The Fools are only, &c. 


E nter Venus. 


22 Calms a appear, when Storms are paſt; 
Love will have his Hour at laſt: 
Nature is my kindly Care ; 

Mars * and | repair; 


Take 


— 2 EEE on 
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Take me, take me, while you may, 
Venus comes not ev'ry Day. 


Cho. of all. Take ber, take her, &C. 


Chronos. The World was then ſo light, : 
I ſcarcely felt the Weight ; 


Joy ruPd the Day, and Love the Night. 


ut, ſince the Queen of N left che * 8 


T faint, I lag, - 
And feebly drag 
The pondrous Or around. 


| Mimus. All, all of a Piece throughout 5 


Point- 


ing to Thy Chace had a Beaſt in View 
Diaz 


inn 
(To Mars) Thy "=" brought nothing about; = 


(To Venus) Thy Lovers were all untrue. 


Janus. Tis well an Old Age is out, 
Chronos. And Time to beginda New. 


Cho. of all. Al, all a Piece throughout „ 


7 hy Chace had a Beaft in View : 
Thy Wars brought nothing about # 
Thy Lowers were all untrue. 

75 avell an Old Age it out, 

And Time to begin. a New. 


Pance of Huntſmen, N ymphe, Warriors, and. Loves 


4 


SONG, of a Scholar and his Miſtreſs, ho 


being croſs d by their Friends, fell mad 


for one another; and now firſt meet in 


Beale. | 


© 7 
F 5 2 - * — 
. . 6 ' * : is 1 
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The Lovers enter at oppoſh ite Doors, each held 79 a Keeper. 


Phillis. Ook, look, I ſee— I ſee my Love appear}. 
| "Tis he —— *Tis he alone; 
For, like him, there is none: 
| Tis the dear, dear Man, tis Te Dear. 
Anyntas. Hark ! the Winds war; N 
1 5 The foamy Waves roar; 
I ſee a Ship afar: 


Toſſing and toſſing, and making to the Shoar: 


But what's that I view. 
So radiant of Hue, 
St. Hermo, St. Herma, that ſits upon the Sails ? 
Ah! No, no, no. 
St. Hermo, never, never ſhone ſo bright; 
"Tis Phillis, only Phillis, can ſhoot ſo fair a Light; ; 
Tis Phillis, "tis Phillis, that ſaves the Ship alone, 


. For all the Winds are huſh'd, and the Storm is 
(overblown. 


Phitlis. Let me go, let me run, let me fly to his Arms. 


Amyntas. 


8 


1 PLO a 


76 Th PIII. 


15 8 If al the Fates combine, 
And'all the Furies join. 

III force my Way to Phillis, and bak thro' the 

(Charm. 
{Here they break from their Keepers, 


ren to each 8 and embrace.) 


| $7 illis. Shall I marry the Man Ilove?  _ 
| | And Rall I conclude my Pains ? 
= | Now bleſs'd be the Powers above, 
== I feel the Blood bound in my Veins ; , 
Ra With a lively Leap it began to move, 
And the Vapours leave my Brains. g 
dmyntas. Body join d to Body, and Heart join d to Heart, 
To make ſure of the Cure, 


| of Go call the Man in Black, to o mamble o'er his 
Part. 


Philli. But ſuppoſe he ſhould 900 — 
yen. At worſt if he D 5 
Tis a Work muſt 0 done, 
Well borrow but a Day, 
And the better, the ſooner begun. 


Cho. of both. At worſt if be delay, & c. 
{They rim out a. Hand in Hor} 


4 


But ſure, a baniſh'd Court, with Lewdneſs fraughts a 


* The Poets, who muſt live by Courts, or Aarve, | 


Took all th ungodly Pains, and got the leaſt. 


W hite-hall the naked Venus firſt reveal d. 


E PLL 


ad. 


By Mr. Dryden. 


So plentiful a Crop of Horns before. 


— In 


RW Erhaps the Parſon ftretch'd a Point e 
F 185 „ 
2 When with our Theatres he wag'd a Mar. 
SHS tell. you, That this very Moral Age 
Receiv'd the firſt Infection from the Stage. | 


The Seeds of open Vice, returuing, brought. 

Thus Lodg d (as Vice by great Example thrives) 
It firſt debauch'd the Daughters and the IW/iues, 
London, @ fruitful Soul, yet never bore 


Wire proud, ſo good a Government to ſerve; _ 
And, mixing with B uffoons and Pimps profane, 
Tainted the Stage, for ſome ſmall Snip of Gain. 
For they, like Harlots, under Bawds profeſt, 


Thus did the thriving Malady prevail, 

The Court, it's Head, the Poets but the Tail. 

The Sin was of our Native Growth, tis true; - 

The Scandal of the Sin was wholly new. 

Miſſes they were, but mode/tly conceal d; EY 


EPILOGUE. 


$5 5 Aanding, as at Cyprus, m ber Sbriurs 


The Strumpet was ador d with” Rites Divine. 
ire this, af Saints had any ſecret Motion, 

Nas Chamber-Practice all, and cloſe Devotions 

T paſs the Peccadillo's of their Time; | 4 

Nathing but open Lewaneſs was a Grime. 

A'Monarch*s Blaod was venial to the Nation, 

Campar d with one foul Act of Fornication, 

| Now, they wou'd ſilence us, and ſhut the Door, 
That let in all the bare-fac'd Vice before. 

As for reforming us, which ſome pretend, 

That Wort in England is without an End: 

Well we may change, but we ſhall never mend. 

Yet, if you can but bear the preſent Stage, 

We hope much better of the coming Age. 

What wou'd you ſay, if we ſbou d firſt begin 

20 flop the Trade of Love, behind the Scene 

Where Actreſſes make bold with married Men? 

For tuhile abroad ſo prodigal the Dolt is, 

Poor Spouſe at home as ragged as a Colt is. 

In ſhort, we'll grow as Moral as we can, 

Save here and there a Noman or a Man : 

But neither you, nor we, with all our Pains, 
Can make clean Hark ; there will be ſome Remains, 

File you have ſtill your Oats, and we our Hains. 
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